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Authors note 


So, | recently discovered Btracks, and have been thinking of making a playlist for My Star, My Moon, and 
Eternally Yours (after its finished). | don't know how long the first one will be yet, but it will be about as long 
as the story is, based on number of chapters, etc. I'm taking suggestions if anyone wants a song in there. :) 
Also, its not going to be just metal songs, l'm going to mix it up. So if you have a song to suggest that you 
feel goes along with the story, feel free to let me know ;) 


Another thing. | plan on making this into a 4 part series. My Star, My Moon is the first part, and Eternally 
Yours is the second part. So, a whole lot more to look forward to :D I hope to start again as soon as possible, 
its just recently I've been working on another story called Fallen. Dean Ambrose/Roman Reigns story. If you 


want feel free to check it out and let know what you think :) Its on Fanfictionnet. 


Chapter 8: Fallen Star 


Author's Notes: 
Chapter 8 everyone! :) I'm sorry | haven't posted for the past couple of days. Been busy with work this 
weekend. I'm glad that | was able to write this chapter tonight :) Anyways, | hope everyone enjoys it ) 


Varg was now living in his new house. Oystein brought him here a couple of days ago. He helped buy furniture, 
food, and some stuff for the place. It was a pretty decent place. He lived near a beach, that was surrounded 
by a forest. Right now it was night. He couldn't sleep. He kept thinking about Pelle, wondering where he was. He 
hoped that he was okay, that he wasn't hurt. He looked over at the clock. The time was 2:16 am. 


He sighed to himself. Sleep wouldn't come to him tonight. He hadn't been able to sleep very well, ever since he 
came back into the outside world. He wouldn't rest until he had found Pelle again. 


He got up from the bed, going over to the desk and grabbing his jacket. He decided that he would go for a walk 
tonight. Maybe after he would finally get some sleep. He walked downstairs. When he was downstairs, he put on 
his shoes and his coat. It was still pretty cold out. He opened the door, walking out of the house. He locked it 


before he left, so that no one would be able to get inside while he was away. 


He started walking towards the forest, heading over to the beach. It was a nice area that he lived in. The night 
sky was so beautiful. He could see it better, than what he could in Oslo. Jorn told him that Oslo wasn't the 
same as it was in the past. It was a huge city, that was polluted. All the rich folks lived in Oslo. Oystein lived 
there, but the rest of Mayhem didn't. 


Varg had learned a lot about them, their lives here. They didn't play black metal music. Well, they did. But not 
as much as before during their past lives. Jorn owned a restaurant that was in Krakstad. Jan helped him, with 
cooking the food. Though like before, he still wasn't good at cooking. Jorn complained that he would burn the 
food, or find a hair in it. 


Oystein was a military officer. He said that his family forced him into getting this job. His family was also rich. 
He enjoyed it, but he didn't like to use force like some other officers he knew. Varg asked him what Pelle did 
Oystein told him that he didn't want to know, because it would break his heart. But Varg insisted that he 
should tell him. He had to know. 


Oystein told him that he met Pelle a few years ago, in the middle of winter during Christmas time. He told 
Varg that he wasn't doing so good that Christmas. That his mother had passed away that December, and he 
had broken up with his girlfriend, because she cheated on him. He was out, wandering the streets, drinking his 
sorrows away. He noticed Pelle, shivering on the street. He looked as if he had been beat up. He had bruises 
and scars all over him. He was very thin, was wearing a ripped up shirt, tight jeans that were unbuttoned, and 


a light jacket over his shoulders. 


Oystein walked over to him, asking him if he was okay. Pelle flinched away from. He thought that Oystein was 
going to hurt him. He asked him why he was so scared. Pelle said that he had been raped. He felt sorry for 
him, so he decided to take him home with him. 


He fed him food, which Pelle was very thankful for. He ate like he had never ate before. Oystein gave him 
some clothes to wear, and offered to let him stay at his house for the night. Before they both went to sleep, 
Pelle got a call on his phone. It was his boss, asking him where he was. Pelle tried to explain, but he wouldn't let 
him. Pelle knew he was in trouble. 


He got up from the table in a hurry, telling Oystein he had to go. Oystein asked why. Pelle told him that if he 
didn't go back home, his boss would lock him up in a cellar, wouldn't feed him for days, and would beat him. 
Oystein asked him where he worked. Pelle told him he was a sex slave. That he was kidnapped from his home, 


when he was a young teenager. 


At learning this, Oystein was horrified. Pelle explained to him what they made him do. That they forced him to 
do sexual things with customers. They would have their way with him. Forcing him to do whatever they 
wanted him to do for them. His kidnappers would abuse him, and drug him up. He cried, explaining all of this to 
Oystein. Oystein comforted him, telling him that he didn't need to worry anymore. He told Pelle that he was an 
officer, and would arrest the people that had kidnapped him. He told him that he could stay with him. At first 
Pelle didn't want him to, for he was scared Oystein might get hurt by these people. But in the end, he was 
thankful. He told Oystein that he had lost all hope, of ever escaping from them. 


It was the least he could do for him, especially on Christmas night. But that wasn't all that happened between 
them that night. Oystein didn't tell Varg, that he and Pelle, had made love to each other that night. That was 
years ago, they were only close friends now, for Pelle had fallen in love with Varg. He still cared about Oystein 
though. He was his first love, the one who had saved him from those kidnappers. It didn't work out between 
them though, for Oystein was afraid of the consequences, of what his family would think of their relationship. 
He didn't tell Varg any of this, for fear of ruining their friendship. 


Varg was astounded when he had found out that Pelle was kidnapped, and was forced to work as a sex slave. 
He knew that Pelle must be mentally fucked up, due to his past, thinking that Varg was dead, being admitted to 
the mental institution, and who knows what else. He knew it would be a long struggle, to get Pelle better, once 


he found him. But he knew that it would worth it, he would make him happy again. 


Varg was now on the beach, staring out at the sea. Many thoughts ran through his mind. He soon snapped out 
of it, when he heard a barely audible noise on the beach. He looked over, and saw a pale, thin, naked body lying 
on the beach. From what he could tell the person had long blonde hair. They were covered in blood. 


Varg ran over to the body. He turned it over. He was shocked when he recognized the person's features. It 
was Pelle. "Pelle! Wake up! It's me, Varg!" He shook him by his shoulders, trying to wake him, but his eyes 
wouldn't open. He was still breathing, and his heart was beating. He wrapped his arms around him, tears of joy 
falling down his cheeks. "You're still alive.thank goodness. I'm going to take you home." He took his coat off, 


wrapping it around his shoulders. Pelle winced a little, as he picked him up. "You'll be alright. I'm here now, my 
love." He kissed his forehead, taking him back to his house. 


Varg opened the door to his house, carrying Pelle inside. He carried him upstairs, bringing him to the bathroom. 


He set Pelle down on the floor, and went to go run a bath for him. 


Pelle groaned a little, opening his eyes. He made a quiet noise, that Varg didn't hear. He didn't know where he 
was. He was in a lot of pain. He heard water running. He looked over, seeing a young man that had long 
brunette hair. His face turned into a look of horror. He needed to get out of here away from this man. He 


didn't want to get hurt again. 


Update on my life and future Mayhem fics. 


Hello, everyone. 


Its been quite a long time since | have last updated on here. | apologize for not updating this story in a long 
time. | have thought about this story for the past few years, and I've felt guilty for never updating or 
finishing it. | have tried to get back into writing it last year, but have found | couldn't find the inspiration 
anymore to continue. | am going to read it over though and see if | can Hopefully, | get that inspiration back, 
but | can't make any promises. If | can't, | am sorry but this story will be deleted. The first is fine without a 
sequel and a part of me feels that | am just making things more complicated. But | will try to see if | can fix 


that. But if | delete this, then please understand. 


Anyway, | have still been writing. | am currently working on a whole mess of stories on Fanfictionnet. Got back 
into WWE that year, got so attached to the Shield characters. They're what got me back into wrestling again 
Lately | have been writing Ambreigns stories. If anyone wants to check them out, go right ahead. Message me 


and I'll send you a link to my account. 


Anyway, lately, | have been thinking about writing Mayhem fanfiction again. | really want to get that inspiration 
back to write stories for that band. | miss that. So, even if | do end up deleting Eternally Yours, | will try to 
write a new multiple chapter one and possibly some oneshots too! | have some ideas for one, but this time the 


couple will be Euronymous and Dead. 


Also, this month. know there's quite a lot of fans who are going to hate it, but Lords of Chaos will be coming 
out soon Unlike the majority of fans | am actually looking forward to seeing the movie. | always try to give 
things a chance before forming an opinion on them. The movie looks like it might be decent enough, so I'm going 


to watch and let you all know what | think. 


Let me know what you think about the movie. | want know others opinion on it. | heard that there is some 
music by Mayhem in it. Also, | think its funny that the actor who is playing Varg in it is a Jew. We all know 
how Varg is.Funny guy, but some of the things he says can be a bit out there and crazy. 


Prologue 


They both laid together, underneath the night sky. The stars and the moon shine down on them, bringing light 
in the darkness. Varg twirled a strand of Pelle's hair, as he lay fast asleep next to him. He could hear his quiet 
breathing, and his heart pounding. They had both left Norway, a couple of years ago. Now, they lived in 


Germany. Varg saved up a lot of money, that way so they would be able to move here. 


They had a better, happy life here in Germany, than what they did in Norway. No one gave them any trouble. 
They had made a few friends, but they mostly kept to themselves. They missed their old friends, but they 
were both content, happy just being together. They would return someday, but for now they would stay here, 
until they both felt ready to. 


Varg had saved Pelle, protected him from any harm that might hurt him.or even worse. He had fulfilled his 
promise to him. They were both lucky also, for Pelle was now pregnant again. It wouldn't be long now, until he 
would give birth to his twins. He would be happy to see them again, his girls. This was what Varg wanted, just 
to spend a happy life forever, with his angel. 


Chapter |: Meeting with the Head witch 


Tracey stood outside of the head witches office, as she waited for her turn to speak with her. Right now, her 
grandmother Saya, was in there speaking with her. When they had arrived here, the people who worked here 
took Varg's body away. She knew where they were keeping him. In the Sleep room, where people who they had 
helped would forever be in a deep sleep, that they could never wake up from, unless the head witch took the 


spell off of them. 


Tracey felt very guilty. She never meant for any of this to happen. She only wanted to help Varg. She thought 
she was doing a good deed, by doing everything for him. But unfortunately, it had all went wrong, ever since 


Pelle had died. 


She wasn't left alone with her thoughts for much longer, for two other witches, which were around her age 


came walking into the same room as her. They were Mercedes and Anna. 


Mercedes had wavy red hair, that went down to her back, green eyes, and a curvy figure. Her animal form 
was a fox. Her powers, she used to grant people wishes. A lot of people came to her, and her mother when 
they wanted a wish of theirs to come true. She always made sure to tell people to be careful what they wish 
for, because their wish wouldn't come without any consequences. 


She never really took her job very seriously though. She was more focused on becoming a famous model, 
instead of helping people with her magic. She was known as a snob, to all the witches and wizards that knew 


her. Her and her mother were very rich, and unlike Tracey and her grandmother, they lived in a huge mansion 


Anna had straight, light brunette hair, that was always in a tight bun. When it was down though, it went all 
the way to her waist. She had brown eyes, and wore glasses over them. She was thin, and slightly taller than 
Tracey and Mercedes. Her arimal form was an albino deer. She used her powers to help cure people of 
terminal diseases like cancer for example. She warned them though, that curing them might cause them health 


problems later in the future, or they could end up with something worse. 
As Mercedes would put it, Anna was known as ‘miss goody two shoes’ in their world She never broke the 
rules, when it came to helping people, was very smart, and took her job very seriously. She hardly ever spoke 


up for herself, when people were lecturing or talking bad about her. 


They both walked up to Tracey, Mercedes getting all up in her face. "| heard about what happened to your 


friend. What his name again..Viagra was it?" 
"His name is Varg, you bitch." Tracey corrected, not wanting to deal with Mercedes at the moment. 
"Mercedes stop, can't you see she is upset about all of this?" Anna said. 


| don't care, that man should have known better than to steal a crystal." 


‘lam sorry about what happened, Tracey. Is there anything | can do for you?" 

"There is nothing that anyone can do." 

"Would you please stop moping about him? It's not like he was your boyfriend. Or was he?" 
"We were only friends." 

| bet you two had a love affair." Mercedes said, in a mocking tone. 

"It was nothing like that! He was in love with the person who he wanted to save!" 


Tracey didn't want to argue with Mercedes about this. Luckily, Saya came out of the head witch's office, 
before things got out of hand. 


"Tracey, Helena would like to speak with you now." 


"Alright" Tracey got up, relieved that she was able to get away from Mercedes. She walked inside of the 
office. 


It was a huge office. The walls were a golden color; decorated in a floral pattern. There were portraits of 
Helena, her family, witches and wizards that were much older than her, crystal balls, quills, and scrolls of 
paper. There was also a huge bookcase, and a staircase that led up to her desk. Tracey walked up the stairs, 
seeing Helena, sitting at her desk. 

Helena had long, curly blonde hair, and was very tall. She had hazel eyes, which she wore glasses over. She 
wore a red and gold dress. She was one of the oldest witches in the world, around 2989 years old. Her animal 
form was a phoenix. Though, since she gotten older, she hardly ever changed into her animal form, just like 
Saya, whose animal form was a raven 

"Tracey, it is good to see you. Sit down, please." 


Tracey sat down in the chair in front of her. "You wanted to speak to me?" 


"Yes. Tracey, a few rules have been broken. First, you created a portal, which you know we're not allowed to 


do " 
"| am sorry..You can strip me of my powers now." 
Y P yP 
"Well, since Varg wasn't killed, you'll be excused for that. The next one is even more serious." 


"Okay." 


"As we all know, Varg stole the time crystal, and tried to use it to go back in time again. The crystal's powers 


backfired on him, and put him in a coma But, that is not the reason why he'll remain asleep forever.” 

"What is it then?" 

"Since the crystal is lost forever now, Varg has changed the course of the future." 

"What do you mean?" 

"You see Tracey, we had a very bright future ahead of us, but now everything doesn't look so good. Ten years 
from now, the world that we live in, will face total destruction Humans will be wiped off the face of the earth. 
But luckily everyone who has died, will be reborn But we witches and wizards won't be." 

"How do you know all of this?" 

"I can see into the future. You should remember that. | knew what would happen before you even met Varg. | 
warned Saya not to help him. But sadly, she didn't listen to me. | hope your grandmother is happy with what 
she has done." 


"Why didn't my grandmother ever tell me any of this?" Tracey asked. She was so confused right now. 


"Your grandmother likes to keep secrets, even from those who are close to her. She has always wanted to see 


the witches and wizard's society crumble. Now, because of what has happened, it will." 

Tracey was in a state of disbelief. She couldn't believe what Helena had just told her. After they were done 
talking with each other, she and Saya went home. When they had arrived back, Tracey decided it was time to 
talk to her grandmother about everything she had learned. 

"Grandmother..Why didn't you tell me all of this? Why did you keep me in the dark for so long?" 


‘lam sorry, Tracey. | was afraid that if you had known, then you wouldn't help Varg. There was a reason why 
we helped him in the first place. | wanted to change the future myself. So | decided to take action 


"But soon this world will be even worse. Why would you want it to be like that?" 


‘It will be yes, but there will still be some hope left. Tracey, you will help Varg again. Twenty years from now, 


Varg will need to save this world.From Pelle..Varg will need to save our world from him, and from himself." 
"W-what? | don't understand." 


"You'll understand in the future. For now, you need to focus on getting Varg out of there, and waking him up. 


You will take that spell off of him. | know a place where you two will be safe, from all of the destruction’ 


“Alright, we'll do it together then" 
"l'm afraid that | can't." 
"But why?" 


"I am getting old, Tracey. My time here will soon end. Yours will too, if you don't do what | tell you to do." She 


was sick, she had been for a long time. She was coughing now. 
"l-| can't do it alone..Not without you, grandmother." 


"Yes, you can And you won't be alone, you'll have Varg with you. | know that you can do this. As you have 


grown older, you have become great, and wise, just like your mother." 


"| miss her..So much..| wish she was still with us." Tears were now falling down her face. She knew that soon, 


her grandmother would be dead. 
"She is still with you. And | will be too." Her heartbeat was getting weaker. "| am so proud of you, my beautiful 
granddaughter. Good luck to you Tracey, | love you. Goodbye." She closed her eyes, taking her last breaths, and 


then she was gone. 


Tracey sat by her bed, crying throughout the whole night. Her grandmother had passed on. By morning, her 
body was gone. All that was left, was a raven's feather. 


Tracey picked it up, holding it to her chest. She knew what had to be done. In ten years, she would wake Varg 
up from the coma that he was in, and take him to the place, where Saya told her to go to. 


"| promise..! will do as you say, grandmother. | won't let you down" 


Chapter 2: Come Back to Reality 


Over the past years, Tracey had grown quite distant from the witches and wizards, that she used to call her 
friends. She used to be such a lively girl. She always seemed to have a smile on her face, was hardly ever sad, 
and would always be cracking up jokes. But after she had learned the truth, she had become very cold and 
distant towards everyone around her. 


She had helped a few people, with going back in time to save a loved one, or to change their past. But they all 
ended up the same. After about five years, she stopped doing it. She had more important things to focus on 


She wondered how she was going to get Varg out of the sleep room. She could always turn herself invisible, 


but surely Helena would be expecting that. She needed to find a way to get past her. 


It was almost time. She had only a couple of weeks to prepare. She was walking in a park, when saw that Anna 
and Mercedes were there. 

"Tracey, how have you been? Its been a while since we seen you?" Anna asked, with a smile on her face. 

"Are you still moping around about Viagra?" Mercedes asked. 

"If you really must know so much Mercedes, | am going to wake him up from that coma" 

They both looked at her with looks of shock, on their faces. 

"W-what? Tracey..it is against the rules.” 


"You can't be serious. You know that Helena will stop you. You won't get past her. She is too powerful." 


"My grandmother told me | must do this. I'm taking Varg with me, to place where we'll be safe from all of the 


destruction that will take place soon" 


"And where might this place be? Face it, Tracey. There is no running away from this. We might as well accept 


our fate." 


"Well, | would rather die trying to take that spell off of him, than to let him suffer like this. He is living in a 
dream, where he is happy..but it is not real. To me that is the worst fate. | need to bring him back." 

"And you do wake him up, will he even be happy? Remember what happened last time. He tried to take his own 
life." Mercedes stated 


"Yes, | know. But when | tell him that he'll be able to see Pelle again, he keep living. Just waiting until the day 


they are finally together again. Sadly, Pelle might not be the same anymore, when we see him again." 


"And why not? l'm sure he'll be happy to see his boyfriend again, won't he?" 

"| dont know.My grandmother said that Varg will need to save the world from Pelle. Which is why | believe 
that he won't be the same person that Varg knew. | hope that | am wrong though" She turned away from 
them, walking away. 

"Tracey, w-we can help you.help you save Varg from Helena!" 

"Are you nuts?!" Mercedes looked at Anna, astonished 

"She is our friend Mercedes, we must help her." 

"Why would | want to help her? And | was never her friend" 

"You are so mean!" 

"Its okay Anna" Tracey said, trying to calm her friend down. "I know | can do this alone. 

"Oh really? And do you have a plan, on how to get past Helena?" Mercedes asked 

"Actually.l'm still trying to think of one.” 

Mercedes let out a sigh. “All these years, and you haven't even came up with one. Fine. We'll help you." 

‘No, really. its fine. You don't need to" 

"Well, we're going to. 

After a few weeks, they had all come up with a plan Anna and Mercedes would distract Helena, while Tracey 
would work on taking the spell off of Varg. As they were going to where she lived, which was a castle, that 
was far away from society, Tracey had doubts about whether their plan would work or not 

"Are you two sure that this will work?" 

"If anyone knows how to distract Helena, it is me” 

"You're so full of yourself Mercedes." Anna said 

"Whatever. Anyways, we'll ask her questions, like whether there is anything that we can do to keep ourselves 


safe, while all of humanity is being destroyed, and you use an invisibility spell, and go get your friend" 


"And if that plan fails? What then..?" Tracey asked. 


"Well, we'll have to fight her if anything." Mercedes said. 

"lim not sure if we'll be able to stand a chance against her..." 

"You two don't need to help me..| don't want to see you get hurt, even you Mercedes." 

"Well, it's too late now. We already got ourselves into this mess, so we might as well go through with it" 
They had finally arrived at the castle. Tracey turned herself invisible before they headed inside. Once they 
were in, she went to go find Varg, while Mercedes and Anna went down to Helena's office. She made sure not 
to make a lot of noise as she crept through the hallways. It took her a little while, but she finally made it. 
She saw Varg, lying in the middle of a bed, that had a glowing wall around it. She walked over to it. He looked 
very peaceful. She knew he would be upset, once he was awake, and knew that everything he had dreamed of 
wasn't real. But after she would explain everything to him, he would calm down 

She uttered a few words, a spell to bring the wall down. Once it was gone, she placed her hand over his, and 
started uttering another spell. One that would wake him up. She just hoped that it would work 

He wrapped his arms around him. Pelle was breathing heavily, for he had just given birth to their girls. He was 
worn out from all of the pushing he had to do. He held Eva and Elsa, who now sucking on his breast for milk. 
"They are beautiful Pelle." Varg said, stroking his hair. 

"Yes, they really are. | will never forget this moment Varg" He said, leaning up to kiss him. 

"| love you." 

"I love you too, Varg." Pelle whispered. "But, | am afraid | have to say goodbye." 


"Goodbye? What do you mean?" 


"You are going back to the real world. This is only a dream, that you been living in. It is time for you to wake 


up now." 
"No! | want to stay here with you!" 
"You can't..Please, don't be upset. We'll be with each other again someday. Goodbye..." 


Pelle let him go, and the Varg felt as if he was falling. He screamed, as he fell deeper, and deeper into the 
darkness. A glowing light shined in the dark. He shut his eyes tightly, not wanting to wake up. 


He opened his eyes slowly. Everything was all blurry, but he could see a faint form above him. He heard a 


familiar voice calling out to him. 
"Varg.. You're awake." 
"Ugh..Where am 1?" He asked. 


"You're at the head witch's home. You were in a coma, and she put you in the room, for stealing and losing the 


crystal." 

He slowly sat up. "Tracey..what is going on?" 

“There's no time to explain We need to get out of here. The whole castle is going to fall apart around us. Here, 
let me help you." She put his arm around her, helping him stand up to his feet. As they were leaving the 
room, Mercedes and Anna soon came into sight. 

"Hurry up and cast that teleportation spelll Or we'll all die!" Mercedes screamed. 

"What about Helena? Don't we need to take care of her first?" 

"She's dead The old hag crumbled into dust." Mercedes explained. 


"Who are these two?" Varg asked. 


"They are my friends. We need to get out of here. All of life is going to die soon. And if we don't get out of 


here, we'll die too." 


She cast the teleportation spell. A violet glowing light surrounded the four of them, transporting them to a 
place that deep underground. They would all be safe, while the rest of humanity and all of the other creature 


would die. 


Chapter 3: Passing of Time 


They could all hear the explosions from outside. The whole world around them was dying, but they would be 
safe underground. Tracey lit up a few candles, so that it wasn't dark inside the place. "We'll safe here. In ten 
years we'll leave this place, and then go back outside. It won't be the same though. It won't be the way it was 


before." 
Varg sat down on the small couch. Anna went to go find some supplies, like some light bulbs, and blankets to 


keep them warm. Mercedes paced back and forth, feeling a bit angry that they were going to be stuck 
underground for ten years. They all knew they had to wait a long time, before they could go back out in 


soci ety. 


"It's going to be so boring here. No television, no internet, | won't get to be a model.." She let out a scream of 
frustration "My life is ruined!" 


"Stop it, Mercedes. All of our lives are ruined, but that doesn't mean that we shouldn't give up. We have a new 


purpose now. We all need to help Varg." Anna explained to her. 
"Whatever." 
"Tracey. don't understand what's going on.Do you mind telling me everything?" Varg asked. 


"You see, when you stole the crystal and used it to go back in time, it's powered backfired on you, put you in 
a coma. The crystal is lost forever. Varg..You changed the future by using the crystal again" 


"Wow. never thought my actions would have such a big impact on our world. ls there anything else | should 


know? And why am | young again?" 


"The crystal must have aged you down. | don't know how, but it did. And Varg, you will see everyone that you 


once knew again. They will all be reborn. You will see Pelle again 


‘I-I will?" A small smile formed on his face. He couldn't believe it. He would finally be able to see his angel, they 
would be together again. He would be able to see their children also, Eva and Elsa. 


"But there is something you should know..He won't be the same person you once knew. Varg..You'll need to save 


the world from him, and from himself." 
"But..Why would Pelle have anything to do with the end of the world? | don't get it." 
"Neither do |" 


He put his hands in his face. "| don't believe it. H-he can't.he wouldn't..Pelle wouldn't hurt anyone." 


"Varg..| know this is tough, and terrible news for you to hear, but you must accept it. Something is going to 
happen to him, that'll make him this way." Tracey told him. 


"Well, I'll do anything | can to save him." 
"Is that all you ever worry about?" Mercedes suddenly asked. 
Varg turned to her. "Excuse me?" 


"All | ever seem to hear from you is all about Pelle. Pelle, Pelle, Pelle..You know, you should really worry about 


yourself first now." 
"She is right Varg. You're very weak right now, and you need to gain your strength back. You won't be able to 


save him if you're not strong enough to." Tracey said. 


The years passed by, very slowly. They could do nothing but wait. Varg counted down the days when he would 
finally be able to see Pelle again. He just worried that he might not remember anything, that had happened 
between them though. He had failed in saving Pelle, so that meant that all they went through together, didn't 
really happen. The past wasn't changed; it had remained the same. He just hoped that he and Pelle would be 


together. That somehow he would remember Varg's love for him. 


It grew closer to the day, when it would be safe to go back outside. Tracey told Varg that she and her friends 
would be staying. 


| promise that | will still help you. But | have a feeling that they won't allow us into the town that's nearby." 
"Why? Why wouldn't they?" 

"Because we are witches. Anna has been listening on the radio for any signs of life, over the past couple of 
years. She finally got a signal. She told me she heard something about no magical folk allowed. So | think if we 
go out there now, they'll kill us." 


"That's horrible!" Varg exclaimed. 


"I know. They'll let you into their town Varg, because you don't have any magic in you. Me, Mercedes, and Anna 


will come up with a plan, to disguise ourselves from them." 
"Alright. When do you think we'll see each other again?" 


"Soon, | hope." 


The day had finally come. Varg was now leaving. He had packed some food, a knife, and a few other supplies 
that he would need. Tracey told him that the town was a few miles away. He bid her, and her friends farewell. 


He stepped outside, the sun shining in his face. He shielded his eyes from it. They were not used to the bright 
light yet. He breathed in the fresh air. It felt great to be in the outside world, for it had been a while since he 
had been outside. 


He was in a forest. There were some signs of life around him. He could hear a few animals around him. He 
started walking, hoping to find his way to this town He wondered what it would be like. It couldn't be like his 


home Bergen, or Oslo, or even Krakstad. Would it be? 


He walked through the forest for a while, until he came to a road. There were no vehicles driving by, so he 


knew that he was still far away this town he was headed to. He walked for a long time, until it was night time. 
He set up a small tent. He would need to get some rest for now. He wondered when he would make it to this 
town. He wondered if Pelle would be there. He sure hoped that he would be. If he wasn't, Varg would keep on 


searching for him until he finally found him. 


He rested his against a pillow, and closed his eyes. He would dream tonight; of moments they would share again. 


But what he didn't know, was that he was about to get a rude awakening. 


As he slept, there was someone hiding in the bushes watching him. They held a rifle in their hands. They 
stepped out of the bushes, and walked up to him quietly, making sure not to wake him up. 


Varg was dreaming a very wonderful dream, but was soon awoken, He felt the head of a rifle up against the 


back of his head, and heard a voice behind him. 


"Surrender now. Or I'll shoot you." 


Chapter 4: Familiar Faces 
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Varg froze, when he felt the rifle against him, and heard the person behind him say that he was going to 
shoot him. "Get up. Now!" 


"Okay..| surrender. l'm getting up now." Varg stood up, with his hands up in the air, not wanting to risk his life. 
"Now, start moving." 

"What about my stuff?" 

"You don't need it. Now, move." The person said, hitting Varg with the rifle. 


They walked through the forest, and came back onto the road. There was a cargo truck on the side of the 
road. There was another person waiting, standing beside it. He turned to them when he saw them. 


"Well, who is this man you brought with you Manheim?" 


Manheim..Varg remembered him. He was the drummer for Mayhem, before Jan was. He turned to look at him. 
Manheim was wearing an army uniform, boots, and a hat. The uniform had a patch on it. The patch had two 
lighting bolts on it, and an angel wing on it. This reminded Varg of the Nazis, the way their uniforms were. He 
used to be into that stuff before. But after going back through time, he had decided he would tone it down a 
bit. 


"| don't know who he is. | found him, sleeping in the forest." 

"Well, handcuff him and throw him into the van with Fenriz" 

"Fenriz?" Varg whispered. Fenriz was arrested by these two also? He was pushed onto the side of the truck, 
and his arms were pulled back behind him, Manheim handcuffed him. He looked over at the other man, who 

now had his hat off. He knew this man. It was Bard Eithun, Faust from the band Emperor. He wondered why 
neither of these two didn't recognize him. Surely they did know him, did they? 


"Now, get in the truck!" Manheim dragged him over to the back of the truck, pushing him inside. He fell face 


forward onto the floor of the truck. He slowly sat up, groaning in pain. 
"Varg? Is that you?" 

"F-Fenriz.Yes it is me." 

"| can't believe it..You're alive." 


"What?" 


The engine of the truck started up, and it was now moving. They were going into the town, that Varg was 


headed to. 


Varg sat down against the wall, staring at Fenriz in confusion "What do you mean by that? Did you think | was 
dead?" 


"Yes. Everyone thinks that you are. Wait until they finally see that you're still alive." 

"Why does everyone think that | am dead? What happened?" 

"You said you were going on a trip. It was in the middle of winter. You said you were only going to be gone for 
a couple of weeks, but it ended up turning into months, and then years. We thought that you might have been 
killed. Everyone was quite upset.” 

"Well, I'm here now. | must have looked different back then, since Manheim and Bard didn't recognize me. Why 
did they arrest you anyways?" 

‘Oh, for stealing some things. Its not a serious crime. They'll only put me in jail for a few weeks." 

"Why did you leave town then?" 

Fenriz shrugged. "Needed to get away. Everything is pretty fucked up there now." 

They had finally reached the town Varg wasn't surprised to find out that the town had been named Krakstad, 
except this Krakstad was slightly bigger than the older one. Fenriz told him that Oslo was only a few miles 


away from here. 


As soon as they were outside of the truck, Manheim took Fenriz away to the police station, while Bard waited 


with Varg. Another familiar face soon came walking up to them. 


It was Oystein Aarseth. He was also wearing the same uniform as Manheim and Bard, though his looked liked it 


signified that he was second in command. 


Oystein had a surprised look on his face, when he recognized him. "Varg? Is that you?" 
"You know him sir?" 
"Yes, | know him. He is a good friend of mine. You can take those handcuffs off of him now." 


"Alright" Bard unhand-cuffed Varg. He rubbed his wrists as soon as they were free. "Is there anything else 


you need me for?" 


"No, that will be all. You're dismissed" Oystein put his arm around Varg's shoulder, leading him over to his car. 
"Come on Varg. The others will be happy to see you." 


Varg, was not particularly happy to see Oystein, but he knew that soon he would be seeing Pelle again, and for 
once he didn't care that Oystein was around. He just hoped that he was not hurting him or anything. 


Oystein talked to Varg on the way back, asking him a bunch of questions. Varg didn't really know how to 
respond back to him, because he didn't know that he had a life here in this town 


They pulled up in a driveway, of a house that Varg recognized. It was the infamous house, that Dead was 


murdered and raped in, by Euronymous himself. Just seeing the house, brought back painful memories for him. 


They both walked inside of the house. Varg soon saw Jorn and Jan. They both looked up, surprised and happy 


to see him. 

"Varg! You're alive!" 

"Yes, | am." 

Jorn walked over to him, giving him a hug. 

"How did you survive? Being out in the wilderness for so long?" Jan asked. 

"| don't know..Somehow | just did." 

"Well, it doesn't matter now. All that matters is that you're back." Jorn said. 


Varg looked around the room. There was no sign of Pelle. He figured that he was either upstairs, or out in the 


woods nearby. "Hey guys..Where is Pelle?" 


Everyone went silent. Jorn and Oystein looked at each other, knowing that they would have to tell him. Jan 
stood there staring at his feet, afraid to say anything. 


"Guys? What's..going on? What happened?" 


Oystein put his hand on Varg's shoulder. "Varg..When you didn't show up for so long.. Pelle.H-he.He was very 
devastated. He took it even more harder than the rest of us." 


"H-he killed himself? He can't be dead.He just can't be!" 
"N-no! Varg, he is not dead. He's still alive." 


"Where is he?! What happened to him?! Tell me!" 


Oystein gulped. He knew that Varg needed to know. Him and Pelle were close, very close. Inseparable. He couldn't 
keep this a secret from Varg. "He was admitted.to a mental institution" 


Chapter 5: Finding Pelle 
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Varg couldn't believe what he had just heard. "W-what? He's..in a mental institution? Why did you guys send 


him there?" 
"We had no choice!" Oystein said. "He started cutting himself, talking about suicide..." 


"He wouldn't eat either. We had to take him to a hospital after he had almost died from starving himself. They 
fed him through a feeding tube.” Jorn explained. 


"After that they recommended that we take him to see a psychiatrist. After a couple of days of seeing him, 
they said they were going to take him to an institution We all knew he didn't like hospitals, so we tried to hide 
him. But.in the end they did find him, and now he is locked up in that insane place." Oystein explained. 


"Did you at least go there to visit him? See how he was doing?" Varg asked. 
"We did. We went to go check up on him. He wasn't doing any better. He had gotten thinner, and was heavily 


medicated. The doctors said they were going to try electroshock therapy on him. We didn't understand why he 


wasn't getting better. After a couple of months of seeing him, we weren't allowed to anymore." 
"How come? Why did they do that?" 


"We honestly don't know. The doctors tried to make up some bullshit story. Said it would be better for him, 
and for us if we wait until he is better. Its been two years, and he still hasn't gotten any better." Oystein 
growled, kicking at the table. "I don't trust those doctors. | doubt they're doing anything to help him. They're 


probably only making him worse." 


"Especially since they're doing electroshock therapy on him. Pelle is pretty crazy, but he doesn't need that 


treatment" Jorn said. 
"You want to know something | recently found out.” 
"What's that?" Varg asked. 


"Well, | was browsing the internet one day, and someone from Bergen said that they don't trust our 


government. They said that the doctors, scientists, and military officers have been killing innocent civilians, and 


deporting them to some secret lab in Germany. | didn't believe it at first, because | am a military officer, and 
have done no such thing. But after wondering why Pelle was in the institution for so long, it started to make 
me wonder if this person was right. Sometime after this was posted, that person ended up dead." 


"We need to get Pelle out of that place right now then. We can't let them do anything else to him." 


‘lm afraid its not that easy Varg..There have been patients going missing from that place..We might be too 
late.He could be dead by now." 


"But we still have to try Oystein! | can't just stay here, and let him get hurt again." 
Oystein thought for a moment, wondering if he should help Varg save Pelle. For the past year he had thought 


about getting him out of there himself. He had doubts about his job. He didn't know who he could trust or who 
he couldn't. He had no idea, what the others could be doing. 


"Fine. We'll help you, Varg. I'll take you to the institution tomorrow. Its in Oslo. I'm of higher ranking now, then 
what | was before, so they'll have to let us in We will get Pelle out of there." 


The next day, Oystein drove Varg to the institution They had arrived now, and were in front of a huge 
building, that was surrounded by gates. They both walked inside of the building. 


Varg didn't like the atmosphere of the place. He could see a few patients, all of whom were heavily medicated 
for their own safety. One girl was strapped down on a stretcher, that was being taken to another place in the 
building. Pelle didn't belong here. He was worried about what they did to him here. He couldn't wait to see him 
again, and get him out of here. 

A young doctor, came to greet them. "Hello, are you two here to see someone?" 

"Yes, we came here to release our friend from this place. His name is Pelle Ohlin." Oystein said. 

‘Oh, him? Well, I'm afraid you're too late." 


"What do you mean by that? Where is he?" Varg asked. 


"It was a couple of weeks ago. The poor kid was having a nightmare, he kept screaming someone's name, 
begging for them to come take him away from this place. He somehow ended up cutting himself, real deep. We 
had to take him to a room, and strap him down, that way so he wouldn't be able to hurt himself. He was 
kicking and screaming the whole time. We realized there was nothing we could do to help him anymore, for we 


had tried for so long. We gave him a lethal dose of pentobarbital last week." 


"N-no.He can't be.He can't be dead." Varg couldn't believe it. Pelle was dead. It seemed that Tracey was wrong. 


He was supposed to save him again, but he was too late. He fell to his knees, letting out a scream of agony. 
"I'm sorry for your loss." The doctor said, turning away from them. 

"Varg..calm down" 

"l-I cant Oystein.He is gone. | was too late." 


"Varg, listen to me." Oystein said, leaning down and grabbing him by his shoulders. "You shouldn't believe what 
these people tell you. For all we know they could be lying about this. We can't give up hope." 


"But.what if its true. What if he really is dead?" 

"The only way we can find out is by looking at his medical records. I'm sure that we'll find out, whether he is 
still alive or not, just by looking at those." He pulled Varg up to his feet, and walked him out of the place. They 
both got back in the car, and drove away. 


"What now?" Varg asked. 


"Well, we need to worry about you now first. | would let you stay at my place, but there's not enough room. 


But | know of a place where you can stay. Its a small house in Krakstad. You'll be renting the place out" 
"But how will | be able to afford living on my own?" 

"You still have money. And | can help you find a job" 

"Oystein.| need to find Pelle. Who knows what could have happened to him" 


"Don't worry. We will" 


Chapter 6: Broken Soul 
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He sat in the dark corner of cell, his knees pulled up to his chest. His legs and arms were chained up, and 
there was a huge collar around his neck, which also had a chain on it. Each of the chains were connected to a 


wall. 


He was deathly pale, and so thin you could see his bones through his skin. He was hardly ever fed. If they did 
feed him, it was forced. The food they fed him was some green mushed up foods. He never liked the taste of 
it. 


He remembered when he first came here, to this lab. The doctors put him in a restraint jacket, and blindfolded 


him. They carried him out to a white van, throwing him in. 


It was a long ride, he had fallen asleep. Then the next thing he knew he was being taken on a plane. They 
shoved him into a wooden box, and put him in the cargo area of the plane. He thought that he would die, 
because of lack of air and the cold. He wished that he had. Then he wouldn't have to be living in this hell he 


was in. 


When they took him out of the box, they put him into another van, and drove off to the lab. Once the blindfold 
was taken off, he was greeted by some doctors, scientists, and some military soldiers. They were standing 


outside of a large building, that was surrounded by a large gate with barbed wire on top. 


One of the doctors stuck a needle in him, that had some kind of knock out drug in it. When he woke up he was 
strapped down onto a table. He begged, and pleaded for them to let him go. But they wouldn't listen to him. 


Throughout his time here, they did many horrible experiments on him. Testing out new drugs on him, leaving 
him outside in the cold, to see how long he could stand it for. He had gotten frostbite on his left leg, but they 
were somehow able to save it. His back was scarred up. Two small scars were on his shoulder blades, and a 


huge one ran all the way down his spine. 


His body was changed. These people thought it would be a good idea. They wanted to make him into the perfect 
weapon of destruction He now had strange powers. He was able to kill or destroy things without being 
anywhere near them, and they even gave him the power to be able to control certain elements. Like fire, 
lighting, and ice. They also wanted to mate him, with normal human beings of course. So if he was ever to find 


the right one, certain instincts would kick in. They wanted him to have children, which would be just like him. 


Even though he had all these powers, he wasn't able to control them. They tried to help him though. By 
testing, running other types of experiments on him. To see if he would be able to fight back. But each time, it 


usually ended up in a bloody mess. They even used a more extreme version of electroshock therapy on him. 


They kept him sedated most of the time. They didn't want him lashing out, attacking them. They kept him in 
cell, isolated These were the times when he was able to find peace, alone in here. He would dream of escaping, 


of dying. Anything but what went on here. Though, usually these quiet moments of peace, would be ruined. 


The soldiers often visited him. They would beat him up, laugh at him, taunting him. But this was not the worst 
that he had suffered from them. They would take him outside, or to a room, where they all hung out. They 
would do terrible, sick things to him. They would brutally rape him, tearing up his insides. He would scream, 
every time they had done this to him. They make him get on his knees, telling him to ‘suck it. He had to obey, 


or else he would suffer far worse. 


They would stick foreign objects inside of him. Cut him up with razors or knives, and even stick small hooks in 
his skin He hated it so much. He felt disgusting. To the soldiers he was nothing but their little pet to them. 
After the soldiers were finished having fun with him, they would return him to his cell. 


He wanted this nightmare to end. He couldn't stand living like this. Treated like some kind of lab animal, locked in 


a cage from the outside world He remembered a time when he was happy, before his whole world fell apart. 


He remembered feelings of joy, feelings of love. He remembered warm arms wrapped around him, whispering 
sweet words, and kissing him softly on his skin. He longed to experience this again. But he knew that as long as 
he was here, there wouldn't be no chance. He was nothing but an empty shell, of what he once was. His eyes, 


which once shined like the stars, now lost that spark and showed no emotion 


Chapter 7: Escape 
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He rocked back and forth, hearing footsteps from outside. He could hear their voices. They were arguing about 
who would go inside again, to taunt him some more. As they were arguing he came up with a plan, on how to 
escape. He stretched his left leg out, staring down at it. He knew that this would hurt, but it wouldn't be as 
bad than what he had already been through. 


He closed his eyes, concentrating all of his energy onto the leg. A loud cracking sound soon echoed through the 
room. He let out a loud scream of pain. He had broken his leg. The soldiers outside stopped arguing. One of 


them soon came in. 


The soldier walked up to the whimpering form. It seemed that their experiment had broken his leg. "You 
idiot.You know better than to hurt yourself" He shook his head. The small man below him just whimpered 
some more. The soldier thought that this creature was so pathetic. This was supposed to be their weapon of 


destruction. 


He had seen how the other soldiers treated him. Making him get on all fours, raping him until he was bleeding. 
Everyone would take turns. Sometimes there would be two men raping him at the same time, while another 


made him suck his cock. This man was more like a dog, than some powerful weapon. 


He leaned down, reaching towards him. "Come on.Let's go get your leg checked out” But before he could get his 
hands on him, the soldier's head suddenly came off. 


Pelle reached over to him, searching through his coat for the keys to unlock the chains. The other soldier 
came in, seeing the bloody mess on the floor. He aimed his rifle at Pelle, shooting at him. But the bullets never 


hit him. He deflected them. He got a knife, out of the soldier's pocket, stabbing him multiple times with it. 


He was finally going to be free. He would get out of here, and back in the outside world. He knew he needed to 
be somewhere other than here. He crawled towards the entrance of the cell. When he was out, he tried to 
stand up, but with his broken leg, he knew he wouldn't be able to get very far. He knew that the only way to 
get out of here was to fly. 


Large white wings emerged from the huge scars on his back. The bones of his spine, emerged from the scar 


that ran down his back. His eyes were no longer a light blue, but were red. This is what they had created A 


weapon that was unstoppable, that wouldn't be easy to kill. They had created a monster. He would make them 
pay, when he was stronger. This was the only thing on his mind, revenge. But right now, he needed to escape 
and get his strength back. 

He could hear the alarms being sounded through the whole lab, as he flew through it. More soldiers came 
along. He would kill them without even touching them. Either with his invisible vectors that he had, by burning 


them, or shocking them. 


He could see that they were closing all of the doors of the building, but this wouldn't stop him. He would break 


them down, and get out of here. 

"Bard! Bard, we got a problem!" 

Bard let out a sigh. He knew what was going on. That Pelle had escaped. "Where is he now?" 

"He's near one of the exits! They have him closed in, but not for long. He is trying to break down the door!" 
"Go get the tranquilizer gun. We're going to try and bring him back" 

"Yes, sir!" 

The soldier left. Manheim stood in the doorway, where he was just at. "Shouldn't we just kill him instead?" 
"You know that we can't. Morgoth wouldn't be very happy, if he finds out that his weapon is dead." 

"But if we don't stop him now, that means he'll be in the outside world killing civilians!" 

"Just do as | say Manheim. You get his new cell ready, me and Eivin will take care of this." 

He walked towards the stairs, that led to the tower facing the Norwegian sea. He and Manheim had been 
working for this secret place, out in the middle of the sea. Neither of their ‘friends’ knew. Not even Oystein 
knew. Though Morgoth was planning on recruiting him sometime. When that was supposed to happen, Bard didn't 


know. 


He made it to the top of the tower where Eivin was, holding the tranquilizer gun. "He's outside now. He just 
sitting there, staring out at the sea" 


“Alright, good. He can't see us. Shoot him, now." 


"Yes, sir." Eivin said, getting the tranquilizer ready. He was about to pull the trigger, when suddenly Manheim 
pushed him out of the way. 


"Move, Eivin!" 
‘Manheim! No! What are you doing?!" Bard yelled. 
"lm going to put this monster down!" 


"Manheim, don't!" 


He stared out at the ocean, the cold wind hitting his face, and blowing his hair around. He was ready, to go 
home. All of his suffering was finally over. He was about to fly away, but then he heard the sound of people 
yelling. He turned around, looking up at the tower. A bullet hit him on head. 


His body fell into the water. He was losing consciousness, everything was going blurry. Thoughts of his past 


life, ran through his mind. He didn't know if this would be end. All he did know was that he wasn't dead yet, and 
that he had to survive. He couldn't keep eyes open for long. He hoped that the sea would take him home. 


Bard watched the body fall into the ocean. He was gone. He was dead. Or he had survived somehow, and would 


now be able to cause destruction in Norway. 


"You son of bitch!" He grabbed Manheim by the collar of his coat, yelling into his face. "You fucked us over! 
We're all doomed if he had survived that!" 


"There's no way he could have. That bullet hit him right on the head!" 


"Do you know how strong he is?! He could have been able to block that bullet!" He threw Manheim down to the 
ground. "Morgoth will hear about this soon! He will want to know what happened tonight!" 


Chapter 9: Safe 


Author's Notes: 
Chapter 4 everyone! :) Oh god..This chapter is just so sad ;-; It really breaks my heart to write this. -( 
Anyways, | hope that everyone enjoys it :) 


Varg turned around, hearing Pelle whimpering behind him. Pelle looked up at him, with a frightened look in his 
eyes. Varg stood up, walking over to him and kneeling down before him. "Pelle, you're safe now. You don't need 


to be afraid anymore." 


Pelle backed up against the wall. Varg grabbed him by his shoulders, trying to calm him down. He whimpered 


some more, struggling to get away. 


"Pelle, its me Varg. Don't you remember me? Please, love. Calm down, please." 


But he didn't listen to him. Varg didn't understand. What was wrong with him? Why was he so scared of him? 
After a little while, Pelle went limp in his arms. He had given up on trying to escape. Varg moved a hand up, to 
caress his cheek. He flinched away from the touch. The Swede was also confused. Why wasn't this man hurting 
him, just like all of the others had? He stared down at the floor, not wanting to look him in the eyes. He 


remembered that every time, he had glanced at their faces, it would earn him a hard slap across the face. 


But Varg didn't slap him. He looked down at Pelle, with a concerned and worried expression on his face. "What 
did they do to you?" He asked, his voice lowered to a whisper. 


Pelle opened his mouth to speak, but all that came out was a quiet, weak "Eee..?" 


This was a problem. Pelle couldn't speak, and didn't remember him. Varg was expecting a happy reunion. That 
things would be better, once he had found him again But here he was, even more mentally messed up than 


before. 


Varg needed to get him to trust him. To show him that he wasn't going to hurt him. He noticed Pelle had a 
broken leg. He would take care of that in the morning. He picked up his lithe, fragile form, carrying him to the 
tub. Pelle shook in his arms, afraid that Varg would hurt him. He placed him into the water. 


Pelle winced a little, the wet liquid burning his wounds a bit. After a minute or so, he had settled down in the 
tub. He was confused as to why the water was hot. Whenever he would feel hot wetness, it was usually bad. 


When the men who raped him, would release a hot, burning wetness inside him. 


He remembered when they would wash him afterwards. That wetness felt good, because it would take the pain 


away, wash away the red that poured from his wounds. He didn't like the cold that came after, but he would 


not be upset with wetness. He liked cold, better than hot. He only ever felt hot wetness, when the men were 


releasing inside him, either his mouth, or his ass. Hot meant pain for him, he hated it. 


He remembered that the men would also make noises, during their moments of sick pleasure with him. Pelle 
tried to mimic these sounds. But it had been so long, since he had talked. All that came out was "Eee." His lips 
were sewed shut, and they fed him through a tube during this time. When the strings were cut off, he made 
this sound happily. The men were quite pleased with this. Each time, he would try to speak differently, it 


earned him a beating or worse. 


But this..this hot wetness felt good.He was in awe at the feeling of it. He was snapped out of his thoughts, 


when he felt a wet cloth on his skin. He whimpered, wincing at the pain, whenever Varg would clean his wounds. 


Varg cleaned the top of his forehead. He saw that Pelle had a bullet wound. He wondered how he had survived 
that. He figured that he must have been lucky. As soon as he was done cleaning his forehead, he went over to 
his back. He stared sadly, at the huge, painful scars on it. He rubbed Pelle's back comfortingly, as he cleaned 
them. 


Pelle didn't understand this man.usually when he was around other people, they would hurt him. But this one 
wasn't. He was treating him gently, leaving soft touches on him, and not painful ones. He wasn't giving him tiny 
white pills, wasn't sticking sharp pointy things in him, wasn't cutting him with cold, sharp metal, making red 
come out. He wasn't beating him, wasn't raping him. None of this. He was caring for him, whispering soft, 


comforting words to him. 


He could hear the crack in the man's voice, almost on the verge of tears. His eyes, were sad. Why was he 
sad? Was the man hurt? 


As soon as Varg was done cleaning his wounds, he got some shampoo. Pelle stared at the liquid, being squirted 
out of the bottle. The man's hands than moved up to his hair. Pelle shut his eyes tightly, expecting pain. But all 
he felt were the man's fingers, rubbing soothingly through his hair. 


Everything that this man was doing was different, strange, but it felt good Very good. Pelle enjoyed this. He 
never expected another person to treat him like this. He heard the man speak again. "You're going to be alright 
now. | won't let them hurt you again." 


"Eeee.." Pelle let out a noise of content. As soon as Varg was done washing him, he picked Pelle up out of the 
tub, and wrapped him up in a towel. The fabric was very soft. He liked soft. He felt cold again He wrapped the 
towel tighter around himself, as Varg dried off his hair with another one. When he was finished drying him off, 
he removed the towel from him. He bandaged up his wounds. Pelle whimpered as he did this. The man was 
hurting him, but he was also comforting him at the same time. Why was this man so confusing? Did he not 


like hurting him? Did he enjoy it? 


Varg walked out of the bathroom, getting some clothes for Pelle to wear. He searched around his room, for 


some that wouldn't be too big on him. Varg found a gray pair of sweat pants, and his Bathory shirt. He picked 


up the shirt, remembering how good Pelle looked in it, each time he would let him wear it. The memories made 
him smile. He would let Pelle keep this shirt. 


He walked back into the bathroom, the Swede turning his head towards him. Varg helped him put on the 
clothes. They were way too big on him. The shirt exposed his shoulder, and the pants were almost falling off. 
He would need to ask Oystein if he had any of Pelle's old clothes. Pelle enjoyed the feeling of these soft fabrics 


against his skin. He hummed to himself contentedly. 


Varg picked him up, carrying him to his room. Pelle let out a gasp, when he felt himself falling. Before he could 
let out a cry of pain, he soon felt more softness. He nuzzled his face into the soft blanket on the bed. 


Varg stared down at him. He felt sorry for him. His heart breaking inside. This..this was not Pelle..The Pelle he 
knew was a crazy, morbid, but very good person. Who was fascinated with death. Who would express feelings 
of love to Varg, through his words, through his soft kisses and touches. This was just some poor dumb 


creature..An empty shell. This was someone who did not know what simple things were, someone who was 


afraid of other people. This Pelle had an aura of innocence to him. Not that he didn't before though. 


"lIl let you sleep by yourself tonight. I'll come to see how you're doing in the morning.” He couldn't stand it, the 
sight of Pelle like this. He wanted to get away for now. But before he could walk away from him, Pelle grabbed 
the fabric of his shirt, whimpering. He eyes pleaded with him to stay. Varg knew he couldn't resist. He couldn't 
turn away from him. He needed to stay here, and protect him. 


He got up on the bed, laying down on it. Pelle laid right down next to him, clinging onto him, and nuzzling his 
face into him. Varg wrapped his arms around his waist, pulling him close to him. He pulled the blanket up, 
making sure that they would both be warm. 


Pelle had a dreamy look in his eyes, when he stared back at Varg. Varg smiled a little. He kissed the top of his 


forehead. "You will get better. I'll help you. | am happy, that you are back. | love you, Pelle. Please, don't ever 


leave me again" 
"Eee..Va..." 
"Huh? What are you trying to say?" 


"Va.Na.." Pelle remembered, what the man had referred to himself as earlier. He tried to say it, but it didn't 
come out the right way. 


"Are you trying to say my name? Don't worry, you'll get it right someday. Just rest now, sleep. You have 


nothing to fear anymore. You're safe now, Pelle.” 


Pelle smiled, snuggling into him. He never thought that he would ever feel happy, with another person. All he 
had known from other people, was cruelty, pain. But with this man, Varg, he felt safe. 


Chapter 10: Experiment Number 249 


Author's Notes: 
Chapter 10 everyone! :) Sorry that this chapter is so short. | hope that everyone enjoys this chapter though >) 


Bard and Manheim were in Morgoth's office, which was in Oslo. Morgoth had a pissed off look on his face. He 
wasn't exactly happy, because of the events that took place tonight. 


'So..tell me again..You lost our ultimate weapon?" 
"Uh, yes! That's what we just said!" Manheim yelled. 
"And from what | hear, you tried to kill him?" 

"Yes, because he would ha-" 


"Silence! | don't care if he would have killed innocent civilians. You know better Manheim! You are not supposed 


to kill him!" 
"Well, he's probably dead anyways." 


"I highly doubt it" Bard said. "I believe he was able to block the bullet with his vectors. That bullet hardly did 


any damage to him. He is out there somewhere, alive." 

"And we will bring him back to the lab. We cannot lose him. | want you to send out Number 249" 

"But sir, she is uncontrollable. She'll cause chaos wherever 252 is." Bard explained. 

"And what do you think he'll do if we don't send her out? He'll do more than cause chaos. He'll cause total 
destruction" Manheim said. "She is one of our best experiments, she'll be able to stop him. Besides, 252 has 
yet to control his powers. He is hardly near powerful as we make him out to be." 

"But that is what makes him powerful. When he is not in control of his actions, he is unstoppable. His powers 
take over, putting him in a trance like state. When he is normal, he seems weak, but even then you must be 


careful. Because you can awaken the monster inside of him." Morgoth explained. 


"There is one problem though..How do we know if she'll stand a chance against him? She is not as powerful as 


him. Sending her to get him, could mean her death." Bard said. 


"Well, we'll just have to take that risk now, won't we? Now, go get 249." 


Somewhere else inside of the lab, a young girl with pink hair, that was curled up, and pink eyes, laid on black 
satin sheets. She wore a corset, with a leather skirt, and fishnets underneath. She had everything she could 
ever dream of. But she was bored out of her mind She wanted to have some fun. She wanted to torture, kill 
people. Here at the lab, she was only allowed to kill petty animals, and experiments that were made to just be 
killed off. This was 249, Eliza 

The doors to her room opened. Standing in the doorway was a young soldier, who she fancied very much. "Ah! 
Bard! You came to see mel" She ran over to him, jumping up on him, wrapping her legs around his waist while 
she held onto him. "I missed you so much. It's grown quite boring here. Why don't you have a little fun with 
me?" She whispered in his ear seductively, licking his earlobe. 

"249, get off of me now. Control yourself" 

"Aww..But I've been pining for you. You never come to see me anymore." She pouted at him. 

"Now is not the time." He shoved her off of him. She glared up at him. 

"You're no fun" 

"249, | have an important mission for you." 

"And what's that?" 

"252 escaped last night. We're sending you out to find him. Do you think you can handle it?" 


‘Oh, that pathetic excuse for a weapon? Hal Of course | can. I'll be able to take him down easily.” 


"| wouldn't get so ahead of yourself 249, 252 is very powerful. He would be able to kill you easily, without even 


moving a muscle. Are you sure you want to do this?" 
"Leave it to me to kill him for you, Bard." 


"We don't want you to kill him. Just use your powers to drain his energy, and bring him back here. Morgoth 


will want to see his precious experiment unharmed. So, make sure not to hurt him too much." 


"Well, that's no fun. But fine, Ill bring him back here. | don't see why the boss loves him more than |, or the 
twins though." 


"Good, thats what | want to hear from you. Just be careful 249, Don't get yourself killed.” 


Chapter Il: Memories 


Author's Notes: 

Chapter Il everyone :) Sorry | took so long to update :( Was busy over the weekend with work and helping my 
mom move. Also haven't been feeling good either the past few days P. But yeah, thankfully I've finished 
chapter Il tonight :) Anyways, enjoy everyone :) 


The sun shined in his bedroom. Varg woke up, feeling someone nudging his face. He opened his eyes, seeing that 
Pelle was awake. He was making small noises. Varg reached a hand over to him, running it through his hair. 
"Good morning." He smiled at him. Pelle simply purred, leaning into the touch. "We better get up now." He said, 
as he pulled the Swede up with him. "I'm going to make you some breakfast. Oystein will be here today. He'll be 
happy to see you." 


Pelle looked at him in confusion. "Eee?" 


Varg sighed to himself. Pelle didn't understand a word he was saying anymore. He hoped that he would be able 
to teach him how to talk and many other things. He also hoped that he would be able to remember everything. 


Oystein pulled up into the driveway of Varg's house. It was 8 am in the morning. He figured that his friend 
must still be asleep right now. He needed to make sure that he was doing okay. He was also going to help him 


find a job today. He decided that he should join the military. He thought that Varg would make a excellent 


officer. He was going to join before he went missing. 


He rang the doorbell, waiting for Varg to answer. Moments later, Varg opened the door for him. "Oystein! I'm 


so glad you're here. | have a surprise for you." 
"What is it?" 


"Its someone who we have both been searching for." He led Oystein into the kitchen. He let out a gasp of 
surprise when his eyes caught sight of blonde hair, pale skin, and light blue eyes. "Pelle!" 


Pelle let out a surprised noise, looking up at the person, whose voice he did not recognize. His eyes widened in 
horror, when he saw that they were wearing the same uniform, as the men who tortured and raped him. He 
screamed, trying to stand up, but ended up falling to the floor. 

"Pelle! Pelle, its okay. He's not going to hurt you." 


"Is he alright Varg?" Oystein asked. 


"l-| don't know. | found him naked on the beach, covered in blood and bruises. He was unconscious. When he 
came to, he started screaming. He was scared of me. It took me a while to calm him down. | finally got him to 


trust me. He must be scared of you also." 
"But why can't he remember me? Or you?" 
"Wherever he was they must have fucked with his mind." 


Oystein walked over to the shaking form, leaning down and putting an arm around his shoulder. "Pelle?" He 


whispered. 


"Eee?" Pelle looked over at him, tears running down his face. He screamed some more, trying to get away from 


him. He called out to Varg, wanting him to save him from this scary man. 


In his mind, he wasn't really there at Varg's house, as the painful memories came rushing back to him. He 
could remember a scary man, standing above him. Pulling out his long length from his pants. He could feel the 
head of it at his entrance. He whimpered as he stared back into dark brown eyes, that looked as if they were 


in a trance. 

"P-please..d-don't do this..Oystein.please." 

But it seemed as if he didn't hear a word he said to him. Oystein thrust fast and hard into him, not giving him 
any time to adjust to him being inside of him. Pelle screamed in agony, as Oystein raped him, not showing him 


any mercy. 


He didn't understand why Oystein was acting like this. He thought that he would never hurt him. He promised 


him years ago, that he would protect him from any harm. But that promise had now been broken. 


Oystein released deep inside him, feeling the tight muscles clench down on him. He collapsed on top of the frail 
form. It had been done. His lord, Morgoth, would be pleased. 


Pelle let out a whimper, as he pulled out of him. He curled up into a ball, on the cold hard floor. He could feel 
blood running down his legs. Words were being exchanged, between a few doctors that had just came into the 
room. He heard what they were saying. 

"He should be pregnant now, after just being mated with his friend. He'll soon have a baby or more by him." 


A tear ran down his cheek. This is what he had been reduced to. He was a pathetic excuse for a human being. 


Back in the present time, he was crying, shaking as Varg held him in his arms. Oystein sat in the chair across 


from them in the living room. Pelle didn't dare look at him. His face was buried in Varg's chest. 


Just moments ago, they both heard him screaming ‘No, and please’ over and over again, while struggling to get 


away. Varg had finally calmed him down, a little. 

"I don't understand.He was more scared of you than he was of me." 

"Maybe its because of my uniform? Maybe some officers in the military tortured him." 

"Maybe. But | don't think they were the only ones that hurt him. There is more that happened, | just know it" 
"Oh, | just got a hold of his medical records. You want to know what | found out?" 

"What?" 

"They lied to us Varg. The fucking doctors didn't execute him. They deported him, to Germany." 

"To Germany? Why would they deport him there?" 


"Apparently they were taking him to a lab. They wanted to run experiments on him. It doesn't say what kind of 


experiments these were though." 


"Shit, they must have really fucked him up." Varg said, as he stroked the Swede's back. "I won't anyone ever 
hurt you again. | promise to keep you safe, Pelle." 


Pelle looked up at him, a small smile forming on his face. "Varg.." 


Chapter I8: Help From Jorn and Jan 


Author's Notes: 
Chapter IB is now here! :D Hope that everyone enjoys this :) There's a little surprise at the end. ;) 


They sat at a table in a small diner. Pelle was curled up in the corner of the seat, with only Varg's jacket on. 
Varg had his arms wrapped around him protectively. He rocked the Swede back and forth, trying to soothe 
him, help him to forget what Oystein had done to him. 


Varg had called Jorn's house, telling him to come and pick them up from here. They were going to stay at his 


place, where it would be much more safer for the both of them. 

Varg wanted to get Pelle back to the house fast. His forehead was hot, and Varg feared that he was coming 
down with a fever. He bought them food while they waited, but Pelle barely ate any of the it, taking only tiny 
bites of it. 

Soon Jorn's car pulled up outside. Both he and Jan got out of the car, heading inside the diner. 

"Are you guys alright?" Jorn asked, as soon as he saw them. 

"We're okay. But Pelle is not doing so good." 

"What's wrong with him?" Jan asked. 

"I think he's coming down with a fever. We need to get him back to my house and give him some medicine.’ 
Jorn said. 

Varg nodded his head, standing up, and lifting Pelle up in his arms. 

Pelle groaned a little as he felt himself being moved from the seat. "V-Varg.." 

"Shh.it's okay. We're going to be at Jorn's place very soon." 

| don't feel so good." 

"I know. You'll be alright as soon as we get you some medicine." 


Somewhere else, on the side of Oslo, three women who were wearing black cloaks sat under a bridge, taking 


shelter from the rain. 


Tracey, Anna, and Mercedes had finally came out of hiding, and made it to Oslo. They had found a way to 
disguise their magical auras, that way so they wouldn't be killed. They had been trying to search for Varg, or 
any of the others, but so far no luck. 

"You know, this is all your fault Tracey!" Mercedes said, complaining about their current situation 

"How is this my fault?" Tracey asked 

"I told you that we should leave Norway, and go to another country. But no! You said that most of the others 
are either destroyed, or nothing but wildlife, and that our purpose now is to help Varg save the world from 


destruction. 


"Well, what else should we do? Our only purpose now is to help him. And Pelle too. | promised Varg | would. | 
would never let him down, he's my friend” 


"Yeah well, Varg's not here right now is he? And how do we know if he has found Pelle yet?" 

"We won't know until we find him." 

Mercedes sighed. "We could be somewhere else now. Where we're not getting all wet from this rain. But no, 
lets just look homeless here." 

"We don't have any money. Besides we can't take any chances at this moment." 


"| like to know who made you the leader." 


"You didn't have to come with me. You could have went your own way. | don't need you here if you're going to 


complain." 


"Girls! Stop fighting!" Anna yelled, trying to calm the both of them down. "We won't solve anything like this. All 
this fighting is just going to tears us apart. We need to stick together." 


"Anna's right. We need to stop fighting. Its doing us no good." 


Mercedes let out a huff. "Finel I'm going to try to get some sleep at least." She said turning over, drawing her 


cloak over herself. 


Tracey laid her head against the wall, letting out a sigh. "Varg.where are you?" 


They had just arrived at the house. Varg carried Pelle inside, laying him down on the couch. "Jorn! Wheres the 


medicine?" 


"Hold on a minute! Just let me put everything away first." He turned to Jan. "Go get the medicine. Its in the 


bathroom." 

“Alright. Hold on Varg, I'm going to go get it" 

Varg placed his hand over Pelle's, waking him up. "Pelle. 

"Varg." Pelle gave him a small smile. 

Varg kissed his forehead. "You're going to be alright love. This medicine will make you feel better.” 
"l-l hope so..l don't know why l'm so sick all of a sudden" 


Jan came into the room, bringing the medicine with him. "Here, give him some of this. It should calm down his 


fever." 


Varg took the bottle from him, opened it, and pouring it into a small cup. He handed it to Pelle, who drank it, 
with a look of disgust on his face. 


"This shit is disgusting." 
"I know, but itll help you feel better." 


Pelle was about to respond back, but soon a wave nausea hit him. Varg asked him what was wrong. He ended 
up throwing up on the floor. 


Jorn came into the room, seeing what had just happened. "Oh no..this is not good. We're going to need to take 


him to the hospital.” 

"Alright, lets do that then" Varg said. 

"No! No, | don't want to!" 

"Pelle, we must” 

"No, | won't go. They'll take me away from you." 

"But we need to find out what's wrong with you. | don't want you to die.” 

"He's not going to die." Jorn said. "I know someone who can help us find out what is wrong with him." 


"Who?" Varg asked Jorn, who was pulling out his phone. 


Somewhere else in Norway, in Bergen, a woman sat on her couch drinking a cup of tea, and typing away on her 
computer. This woman was Alana. She had long black hair, had pale skin, and was quite thin. She used to work 
at the hospital in Bergen, but ever since she had decided to adopt she stayed at home most days. During the 
weekdays though, she had to work at library to help pay for bills and food for the house. 

Her cellphone rang. She picked it up, answering it. "Hello?" 

"Hey, Alana. Hts Jorn" 

"Hey Jorn, what's up? | haven't heard from you in a while.” 

"Yeah, | been pretty busy. You know, working at my restaurant." 


"You need to come over sometime, and meet the twins." 


"Yeah, | do. Hey, | need you to check someone out. | got a friend here who is sick, and none of us have any idea 
what is wrong with him." 


"What are his symptoms?" 
"Well, he's came down with a fever, and has been throwing up." 


"Well, that doesn't sound good. Bring him to me on Wednesday, and I'll try to figure out what is wrong with 


him. 
"Alright. Ill see you on Wednesday then. Thanks Alana 

"You're welcome Jorn Anyways, | better go now. | have to make the twins their dinner." 
"Alright. Bye Alana." 


"Bye Jorn" She hung up the phone. At her feet, stood a small young girl, who had brunette hair, and dark blue 
eyes. She picked the little girl up. "Hello, Eva. Are you hungry?" 


Eva nodded her head. Her sister who had blonde hair, and light blue eyes, Elsa, climbed up onto the couch. "l'm 
hungry mommy!" 


"| know Elsa, l'm going to make dinner soon" 
going 


"Okay. Come on, Eva!" 


Chapter 12: Plans and a Visitor 


Author's Notes: 

Chapter 12 is finally here! :D I'm sorry | took so long to update everyone, was just stuck on trying to figure 
out what would happen in this chapter. | was thinking of doing the fight scene between Pelle and Eliza in this 
one, but that will be in the next chapter. Anyways, | hope everyone enjoys this ) 


It was evening time, and Pelle had fallen asleep. He was lying on the couch, underneath a blanket, his head on 
Varg's lap. Varg stroked his hair while he slept. Oystein was still at the house also. He sat in the chair across 


from them. 
"Have you tried getting that collar off of him?" He asked. 
"lve tried to. It wouldn't come off though. It seems to be stuck on him." 


"Well, we'll take him to the hospital tomorrow, and see if they can try and get it off. We need to also get him 
checked out too. Where do you think he got those scars that are on his back?" 


"I think they must have cut him there. | don't know why though. | wonder why he was so scared of you. He 


wasn't like that when he first saw me." 
"Hmm. don't know. Like | said, it could be becouse of my uniform. Some soldiers must have tortured him." 


Neither of them knew that Pelle was afraid of Oystein because he had been raped by him at the lab. He 


remembered his face, but he couldn't remember his name. 


Oystein didn't remember the rape. The reason why he didn't, was because he was being controlled. Morgoth 
put him under a spell. He had the power to be able to control people. So he bred Pelle with Oystein He became 


pregnant, but ended up having a miscarriage. 


In Morgoth's office, he was looking through some documents about two certain people. Oystein and Varg. 
Morgoth saw both of them as two good candidates, for who would mate with the Swede. 


He knew that they would both be easy to control. He knew about their past lives. He knew that Oystein had a 


hidden desire..a sick and twisted one..to make Pelle his, to have control over him. 


He knew about the love that Varg had for him. 
He knew that Pelle would be more willing to have sex with him. His instincts would soon kick in, and he would 
want to mate. He would need to be careful with Varg though..He knew how unstable he could be at times. How 


his anger could get the best of him. 


He was planning on creating more people like Pelle. His children would have the same powers as him. He knew 


that his plan would be easy, but first he needed to find his weapon and bring him back. 


Eliza had just arrived at the house. She knew that he was here. The tracking device had led her here. She 


knocked on the door, waiting for someone to answer. Oystein answered the door. 

"Who are you?" 

She simply smiled at him. "I have come for someone who is here. Where is he?" 

"What are you talking about?" 

"Don't play dumb. | know you're hiding him here!" She pushed past him, walking into the house. She came into 
the living room, seeing Pelle on the couch with Varg. 

"Oystein, who is this girl?" 

"| don't know..she said that she was here for somebody.” 

"Yes, | am. | am here for experiment 252." 

"Who is that?" Varg asked. 


"The blonde that is on the couch with you." She said, pointing at Pelle. 


"What?! What do you want with Pelle?" Varg asked, wrapping his arms around the Swede protectively. Pelle 


heard everyone talking. He woke up, looking up at Varg in confusion. "Va-Varg?" 

"L am taking him back to the lab with me. Now hand him over." 

"Nol You're not taking him anywhere! Me and Oystein will stop you." 

"Can't he fight me himself? | thought my master said he was supposed to be very strong," 

"He can't fight, he is in bad condition. Oystein, take Pelle with you while | take care of this bitch." 
"Give him to me then" Oystein said, holding out his arms. 

Pelle saw that Oystein was near him again. He moved closer to Varg, shaking his head. "No, no, no.." 


"Pelle, you'll be alright. He's not going to hurt you." He tried to calm him down, but it wasn't working. He hoped 
that Oystein wouldn't hurt him. He still didn't trust him. 


Oystein took Pelle from him. The Swede struggled to get away, but Oystein held him tight that way so he 
wouldn't be able to. "Here, take my gun. You'll need it. | won't let any harm come to him Varg. He'll be safe with 


me. 
"Varg! Varg!" Pelle screamed, tears running down his face. He didn't want to go with Oystein, for he was afraid 
of getting raped again. He struggled to get away, but it was no use. He cried out for Varg, as Oystein dragged 


him out to his car. 


Varg didn't want to leave Pelle alone with Oystein, but he knew he would be in even more danger if he had 


stayed here. He turned to Eliza, glaring at her. 
"So, you're going to fight me? Very well then This should be easy. You'll be dead very soon" 


"| wouldn't be so sure of that if | were you." 


Chapter (3: Fight 


Author's Notes: 
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Varg raised rifle, aiming it at Eliza. She simply just smirked up at him. "Go ahead. Shoot me." 


"Oh, | will. Il fucking kill you." Varg pulled the trigger. The bullet went straight towards Eliza, but it never hit 


her. Varg was surprised to see her still standing there, unharmed. 

"W-what did you do?" 

"I blocked the bullet from hitting me. Looks like that rifle your friend gave you won't do you any good." 

He growled, running towards her and knocking her to the ground. He pulled out his knife, raising it above her 
head. He was about to stab her, but then he felt an agonizing pain, going through his whole body. She pushed 
him off of her, and stood up above him. She laughed as she watched him, writhing in pain. 


"W-what are you..doing to me?!" He asked her, screaming a bit. 


| have the power to inflict pain on any living creature. Since you won't give your precious Swede to me 


without a fight, I'm afraid I'll have to do this to you." 
She reached out her invisible vectors, wrapping them around his neck. Varg tried to breathe, as she was 


choking him. He did not know how to defeat this girl, who was inflicting pain, and choking him with invisible 
hands. 


Outside, Oystein carried the struggling Swede to his car, as he screamed, still calling out Varg's name. "Varg! 
Varg!" 


"Come on, Pelle. We need to get you some place safe. Now, get in the car." 


But Pelle knew he couldn't leave. He somehow knew that Varg was in danger of being killed. He would not lose 


him. He needed to get back into that house, and save him. 


He bit Oystein's hand. Oystein let go, letting a out a scream when Pelle bit him. He ran back towards the house, 


going inside. 


He saw Eliza choking Oystein. "No! Varg!" He ran over to where they were, knocking Eliza off of him. Varg laid 
on the floor unconscious, as Pelle fought with Eliza. "Do-Don't kill him! Don't!" 


"Ah, 252. You're back. | can see that you won't stand a chance against me. You don't even remember the 
powers that you have, which makes you weaker than me." She slapped him, knocking him off of her. She stood 
up, grabbing him by his hair, and threw him against the wall. 


Oystein soon came into the house, seeing that Pelle and Varg were both unconscious. "You bitch! | won't let you 


hurt my friends!" He grabbed the rifle and shot at Eliza. The bullet hit her arm. 


She shrieked when the bullet hit her. She stared at him angrily, using her vectors to pick him up, and threw 
him across the room. He was knocked out when his head hit the wall. 
"You fools..you two are just weak humans. You can't save your little friend. Now, to take him back to the lab 


with me." 


She walked over to Pelle, who was lying on the floor. She stared down at him, thinking how pathetic and weak, 
Morgoth's most beloved weapon had been easily defeated by her. "This was too easy. Now, lets get you back 
to the lab." 


She reached down to pick him up, but she soon felt electrifying shocks going through her body. She screamed. 


Pelle's eyes opened. They were a bright red. He stood up slowly, groaning in pain. The bones of his spine, and 
wings emerged from behind him. He stared at Eliza, who was screaming in pain. "You think you can stop me? 


You underestimate me. | am stronger than you." 


The shocks stopped. She was relieved, but only for a moment. She would experience even more pain. Her whole 


body was suddenly lit on fire. Pelle smiled, hearing her scream. 
"Stop! Stop the fire! | don't want to die!" 
But her cries for mercy went unheeded. He walked past her, knowing that she would soon be dead. 


The flames went towards Varg's and Oystein's bodies. Pelle stopped for a moment when he walked near them. 
Varg opened his eyes slightly, seeing a tall figure standing above him. This person looked like an angel. But there 


was something wrong..this was no angel that was sent from heaven, but the very depths of hell. 


Pelle had a blank expression on his face, as he stared back into Varg's eyes. "I'm sorry." He whispered to him, 
and then walked outside. Tears ran down his face as he flew away from the house, and towards the ocean He 
couldn't stay here. If Varg knew what he was now, he would surely be afraid of him. He would hate him if he 


knew what he was made for. 


Varg watched as the figure disappeared into the flames. He must have been seeing things, because surely a 
creature like that couldn't exist. He sat up, wondering how the house had been set on fire. He noticed that 
Oystein was with him. He shook him trying to get him to wake up. "Oystein, wake up. We need to get out of 


here." 


Oystein slowly moved a little. He opened his eyes, seeing the flames around him. "What's going on? Varg, how is 


your house on fire?" 


"| don't know, but we need to get out of here. Here, let me help you." He grabbed Oystein, helping him stand up. 
He helped him get out of the burning house. 


"Great, now I'll have to find you another place to live." Oystein said, groaning a bit as he stared back at the 
burning house. "Where is Pelle and that girl?" 


"| don't know.| just hope he is okay, and that she didn't take him away." 
"Well, we can't stay here now. We need to go find him. Let's head over to the beach and see if he's there." 


"Alright" 


They got in Oystein's car, driving over to the beach. They got out when they got there. Varg saw Pelle 


standing in the water, covered in blood. "Oystein, he's here! Pelle!" 


Pelle stared out into the distance. He looked down at his hands, and saw that they were covered in blood. He 
had no recollection of what he had done. The last thing he remembered was trying to save Varg, but failing to 


do so. Varg was now dead, and it was because of him. It was his fault. He had been too weak to save him. 


He was about to walk further into the water to drown himself. Suddenly, two arms wrapped around him behind. 
"Pelle, no. What are you doing? Stop." 


Pelle turned around, seeing Varg looking down at him. "V-Varg?" 
"Yes, its me. I'm still alive. I'm just glad you're okay too." 
Pelle smiled, resting his head on Varg's chest. He was happy. Varg was still alive. 


"That girl must be gone. She hasn't came back. Come on. We need to get Pelle to the hospital to make sure he 
isn't hurt" 


Varg nodded his head. He picked Pelle up, carrying him to Oystein's car. Pelle was still afraid of Oystein, but at 


least he wasn't screaming anymore. He wondered why Oystein hadn't hurt him again.. 


There were so many questions that everyone had, and they wanted the answers to all of them. They were all 


just glad that they were safe, and that none of them were hurt badly. For now.. 


Chapter 14: Remembering 
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Oystein had took them to the hospital to make sure that they were all okay. Neither of them had any major 
injuries, except for a few minor ones. The doctors did think that Pelle acted a bit strange. He acted like a child, 
not a normal adult. They figured it was because he had lost his memory, which both Varg and Oystein already 
knew. They also asked how he had gotten the scars on his back. Neither of the guys had any clue why they 


were there. 


After a little while at the hospital, Oystein drove them to his house. He opened the door, walking inside, while 


Varg carried Pelle. 
"There's a spare room both of you can sleep in Do any of you need clothes?" 
"We should be fine with what we have on. Just need money for some new ones tomorrow." 


"Alright. l'Il order takeout for the night. Too tired to cook" 


“Alright, l'm gonna go give Pelle a bath." He carried the Swede upstairs to the bathroom. When he got there he 
closed the door, locking it behind him. 


Pelle woke up. He had fallen asleep after they had left the hospital. His eyes fluttered open, taking in his 


surroundings. 

"Huh..Where am |?" 

"We're at Oystein's house Pelle." 

"V-Varg?" He looked up at him. "l-is it really you?" 
"Of course its me. You been with me since last night." 


"l-I have? But..the last time | remember seeing you was years ago..You left to go somewhere..You promised me 


you would come back, but you never did.| thought you were dead." 
"I thought you were too. So you don't remember anything else?" 


"No..the only thing | remember was being taken away and then everything else is just a blur." 


"You were taken away to a mental hospital. Do you remember that?" 

"Yes. | remember. They gave me lots of medication. | felt like | was living in hell. Then it only got worse..the 
psychiatrist they had me seeing..he raped me.| tried to kill myself because | couldn't stand living without 
you..then they took me to another place. | remember them injecting me with a needle, then everything went 
black." 

"So you can't remember anything else?" 

"No, | can't" 

Varg was about to ask him some more questions, until Oystein knocked at the door. "Dinner will be here soon" 
"Alright. Hold on, stay here." Pelle nodded his head, as Varg stood up to let Oystein in 

Oystein walked in seeing Pelle sitting on the floor. 

Pelle stared up at him, not believing that he was also here with him. "0-Oystein?" 

"Pelle? You remember me?" 

"Of course | do. Its so good to see you again" He stood up to go to hug him, but ended up losing his balance. 
Oystein caught him before he could hit the floor. "Careful, your leg is broken" 

"0-okay.." Pelle, for some reason didn't feel right. As soon as Oystein's hands were on him, he felt a sick feeling 
to his stomach. He felt disgusting, he felt as if he was being taken advantage of, that he would get hurt if he 
stayed in Oystein’s arms any longer. 

Oystein had noticed Pelle felt a bit tense, that he was shaking. "Pelle? Are you okay?" 

"Please.Let go of me.." 


"Oystein, let him go now." Varg said. 


Oystein let go of Pelle. The Swede stumbled backwards away from him. His eyes were filled with horror. He 


looked like a scared animal that wanted to get away. 
Oystein reached out a hana. "Pelle." 


Pelle eyed the scissors that were on the sink. He grabbed them, pointing them at Oystein. "Don't! Don't come 


near mel" 


"Pelle, calm down please. Put down the scissors." Varg said, stepping forward to try to calm him. 
"Nol! | don't want him touching me again! lll kill him if he does!" 

Varg turned to Oystein, eyeing him suspiciously. "What did you do." 

"N-Nothing. don't understand why he's acting this way." 

"But how come he doesn't trust you? You have to had done something." 


| never touched him in any way that would hurt him. Believe me Varg, | would never do anything like that to 


him. 
"If you say so.." Varg said, still not believing him. He walked over to Pelle, grabbing the scissors out of his hand. 
"l-I don't want to get hurt again. 


"| promise you that | won't let anything happen to you." He wrapped his arms around Pelle, resting his head on 


his shoulder. "| promise to keep you safe." 
"Varg." He hid his head in his chest, letting out quiet sobs. 


Oystein stood there, not knowing what to do. "I'll just go.Pelle.whatever | did to you.l'm sorry." He walked out, 
closing the door behind him. 


As soon as Varg figured that he wouldn't hear them talking he spoke again. "Pelle..are you alright?" 
"|-| don't know.. don't know what's wrong me.." 
"Did Oystein hurt you?" 


Pelle shook his head. "| don't know..| can't remember if he did. Just for some reason | don't want him to touch 


me. I'm alright whenever he's near me, but when he touches me. start feeling scared." 
"Its strange how he also doesn't remember anything either. You sure it wasnt someone else?" 
"| don't know...” 


"Come on. Let's get you cleaned up. We'll talk more about this later." 


After the bath, they both walked downstairs to the kitchen Oystein stood at the table, setting some plates of 


food down. Pelle walked over to him, noticing that he was upset. 
"Oystein.l'm sorry... don't know what's wrong with me lately." 
"I just wish you weren't so afraid of me." He whispered. 


"Me too. | don't want to be though." He wrapped his arms around him from behind. "I know you would never 
hurt me." 


"Good." He said, placing his hand over Pelle's. "You're my friend, and | care about you a whole lot” 
"| know." 
Varg interrupted them. "Well, how about we eat now before dinner gets cold." 


"Good idea" Pelle agreed, sitting down next to him. Oystein sat across them. They ate in silence, neither one of 
them saying a word to each other. 
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Over the next few days Varg and Pelle stayed at Oystein's house. Oystein was mostly at work, or looking for 
another place for them to live at. Most of what they owned was at the house in Krakstad. Jorn kept their 
stuff safe when they were both gone for a few years. They would get their stuff back when they moved into 


their new place. 

Pelle usually avoided Oystein whenever he was alone with him. He would lock himself up in the room that he 
shared with Varg, whenever it was only them that were home. He was still scared of Oystein, and didn't 
completely trust him, despite what he said about never hurting him. 

Him and Varg laid in the bed together, both tired after making love to each other. Varg was cautious about 
having sex with Pelle, after finding out that he had been raped so many times. He didn't know if he was ready, 
and didn't want to bring back horrible memories for him. But Pelle told him that it was okay, that them making 
love to each other could never bring back those memories. They both ended up enjoying it, each experiencing 
overwhelming feelings of happiness. 

“That was..amazing." Pelle whispered, while caressing Varg's hair, whose head laid upon his chest. 

"Yes, it was." He leaned up, placing a kiss on his lips. "lm just glad | didn't hurt you." 

"You could never hurt me, Varg" Pelle said as he stared into eyes. 

After a little while they both fell asleep. Some hours later though, in the middle of the night, Varg awoke to 
hearing Pelle whimpering and shaking beside him. He must have been having a bad dream. Varg shook him, 
waking him up. 

"Pelle? Are you okay?" 

"N-no.." 


"What's wrong, love? Why are you crying?" 


"Do you remember..before you went missing years ago, that | was pregnant?" 


"You were pregnant?" 


"Yes..| was..with twins too. Two girls. | was going to tell you when you got back home, but..you never came 


back..you were gone." 
"So, what happened to them? Where are they?" 


It happened at the mental institution.. was at least 20 weeks pregnant. | was experiencing a lot of pain, and 
there was blood.lots of blood." He let out a sob, resting his head on Varg's shoulder, as he held him. 


"Hts alright.l'm here..Keep going.” 


"They had to take me into the emergency room, because they feared | might die..| don't know what happened 
during the surgery, because | was unconscious the whole time. When | woke up and they told me what 
happened, | wanted to die.. They told me our girls were stillborn. | didn't want to believe it. | asked to see them, 
but they had already buried them." He looked up at Varg, tears falling down his cheeks. "Our girls Varg.Eva and 
Elsa.. They're dead. | lost them." 


Varg held him, comforting him. He kissed away his tears, not wanting to see his beautiful angel so upset. 
"Pelle.l'm so sorry. | wish | could have been there to comfort you. You shouldn't have had to face the pain of 


losing them alone” 
‘Its my fault.) should have done something to save them: 

"Hts not your fault. Don't blame yourself" 

Throughout the rest of the night Varg held Pelle, reassuring him that everything was okay, and that they 
would get through this. Hearing about the loss of his girls tore a huge hole into Varg's chest. He felt like 


someone had stabbed him in the heart with a knife. They would try again, to get Pelle pregnant. But nothing 


could ever replace his beautiful girls, that he looked forward to seeing again. 


Chapter lb: Betrayal 
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Pelle woke up the next morning, seeing that Varg was not next to him. He rubbed at his eyes, picking up a note 
that was lying on the nightstand. He read it over. Varg had took Oystein's car, and went to Krakstad to see 
Jorn and Jan. He said that he didn't want to wake him up, and that he would bring him with him next time he 


went there. 


The young Swede yawned, stretching a bit. He got off the bed, pulling on a pair of sweat pants, and putting the 
Bathory shirt on. It was still a bit big on him, the top part of it going over his shoulder. 


He walked downstairs, heading towards the kitchen He saw that Oystein was making something for breakfast. 
He turned around when he heard Pelle coming in. "Hey, good morning sleepyhead." 


"Morning" Pelle said, sitting down at the table. 

"| made breakfast." Oystein said, handing him a plate. 
"l'm surprised it isn't burnt." Pelle said, chuckling. 
"Hey, I'm not that bad of a cook." 


They both ate breakfast in silence. After Pelle was finished eating, he headed outside. It was cloudy and cold. He 


shivered a bit, rubbing himself to keep warm. 


He sat in the yard, taking a look around the neighborhood that Oystein lived in It was a pretty good place he 
lived in, nothing he could ever afford himself. He knew Oystein made lots of money, with the job that he had. 
Today Oystein had the day off, so that meant that they were alone together. Pelle was still trying to warm up 
to him, still trying to trust him..but..it was hard to trust him. Recalling with how scared and vulnerable he felt 
whenever Oystein touched him, he didn't know if he could ever bring himself to trust him again. He knew that 
Oystein must have done something to him..something that was making him feel this way. Whatever that was 


he had yet to find out. 


He was too lost in his thoughts, that he didn't notice the young man walking into the yard. Pelle looked up from 
where he was sitting, eyeing the man nervously. "C-can | help you?" 


The man simply smirked at him. He leaned over Pelle, nuzzling his nose into his hair. "W-what are you doing?" 


"You smell nice.." The man said, as he licked the Swede's earlobe. "You're so beautiful.| want you..” 


He pushed Pelle down onto his back, kissing him roughly on his lips, and running a hand down his leg. His other 
hand pinned his hands above him. 


"No! Please! Get off of mel" He screamed, as the man bit down on his neck. "Oystein! Help!" 

Oystein, who had heard Pelle screaming, came running out of the house. He shoved the man off of Pelle, 
punching him in the face, over and over again, making him bleed. 

"You sick fuck! Don't you ever come around here again! If you ever touch him again, I'll kill you!" 


"l-Im sorry..it's just.he smells so good." The man said, looking back at Pelle as he was turning to leave. 


"Get out of here! Don't you ever come back!" Oystein led Pelle back into the house. The Swede whimpered, stil 
shaken up after what had just happened. 


"Are you okay?" Oystein asked. 

"l-I am. Thank you, Oystein. You saved me" 

"OF course | did. | wouldn't let you get hurt" He said as wrapped his arms around Pelle 

"Im sorry that | have doubted you all this time Oystein.” Pelle said, hugging him back 

"You have nothing to be sorry for. Im just glad | was around to make sure you didn't get hurt” 


They both stayed like on the couch, holding each other close. Pelle, for the first time in a while, felt as though 
he could trust Oystein. Things were finally starting to get better between the both of them. 


Oystein though, felt a bit strange. He breathed in the sweet scent, coming from the Swede. He held onto Pelle 
even tighter, digging his nails into his back. 


"O-Oystein..You can let go of me now." 
"No..| don't want to." He pushed Pelle down onto the couch, laying on top of him. Pelle stared up at him, noticing 
how different Oystein's looked. He looked at him with a look of lust. "I'm going to make you mine.." Oystein 


growled, leaning in, kissing him roughly. 


Pelle tried to push him off of him. He could feel Oystein's arousal digging into thigh. He struggled to get out 
from underneath, but failed to do so. 


"You know you want this Pelle." 


"No! | don't! Please stop Oystein, please!" 


Oystein ripped off Pelle's shirt, and leaned down to suck on his nipples. "Be quiet Pelle. We don't need anyone to 


hear you." 

"Please Oystein..don't hurt me..please." 

Oystein grabbed Pelle's shirt, tying it around his mouth. "Now, let's get these pants off of you." He said, pulling 
down his pants, and underwear. He stuck a finger inside him, moving it in and out of him, making Pelle whimper 


and wince in pain. 


Oystein smirked down at him. When he figured that Pelle was ready, he removed his fingers, and unbuttoned 


his jeans, pulling them down. 


He wrapped Pelle's legs around his waist, positioning himself at his entrance. Pelle stared up at him, pleading 
with him, tears filling up in his eyes. 


But Oystein was far too gone. He loved hearing the muffled scream, as he slowly slid inside of him. He was 
doing what his instincts told him to do. Making this beautiful creature his, and breeding with him. 
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Oystein released inside of him. Pelle winced, feeling even more violated. Oystein collapsed on top of him, 


exhausted. He panted, kissing Pelle's neck 
Pelle lay on the couch underneath him. He didn't move. He was too paralyzed from fear to even try to. 


Oystein finally came down from his high. When he opened his eyes after a minute or so of lying on top of the 
Swede, he was confused. 
"What had just happened..?" He though to himself. "Why am | lying on top of Pelle, and why are we both 


naked?" 


He heard Pelle whimper below him. He looked down at him, seeing that his face was tear stained, and his eyes 
were full of fear. The realization of the situation hit him hard. He realized that he was inside of him of Pelle. 


He pulled out of him, making him wince a bit. He looked down to see that he was bleeding. 
"Fuck.W-what have | done?" 


He got off of him. When Pelle was finally free, he removed the shirt off of his mouth, and moved to the very 


far corner of the couch, curling up into it. 


Oystein pulled on his jeans. He was disgusted with himself. He told Pelle that he would never hurt him, and he 
did just that! He broke his promise to him. He had raped him. 


He turned to Pelle, seeing how much of a mess he was. He wanted to go over to comfort him. "P-Pelle..2" He 


reached out his hand to touch him again, but Pelle pulled away. 
"Don't! Don't touch mel" 


The sound of the door opening broke him out of his thoughts. Varg was home. Oystein knew he was going to be 


pissed. Pelle got up from the couch, slowly walking to wear he was. 


"lm back. How was.Pelle?" Varg stared in horror, as Pelle walked over to him, naked, shaking, crying, and blood 


running down his legs. "Pelle! What happened?!" 


Pelle lost his balance as he got near him, collapsing into Varg's arms. He cling onto him, sobbing into his chest. 


Varg ran a comforting hand down his back, trying to soothe him. "Pelle, please baby, talk to me. Who did this to 


you?" 

"It. was Oystein.€-Euronymous..He did this to me.After promising me that he wouldn't!" 

Varg looked up at Oystein, who stood there frightened by the look on his face. He didn’t like this side of Varg. 
Varg was going to kill him, make him pay for what he had just done. He tried to speak. "Varg listen.| didn't 


know...” 


"You sick fuckll I'll fucking kill youl” Varg let go of Pelle, running over to Oystein, knocking him to the ground. "I'l 
fucking kill you Euronymous!l" He screamed at him as he wrapped his hands around his throat. 


"T-then kill me! | deserve it.." Oystein choked out. "Make me suffer..J-just like | made Pelle suffer." 
"He trusted youll | trusted youll We both did!" 


Pelle covered his ears. He didn't want to hear the fighting going on between the both of them. He needed to get 
out of hear. Both Varg and him needed to. 


"Varg! Stop!" 
Varg didn't listen though. "No! He needs to die! | won't let him hurt you ever again!" 


"Varg, if you kill him you might go to prison. | don't want you to be taken away from me. Varg, please! Please 
stop!" 


Varg looked at Pelle, who had came over to the both of them, his hand on his shoulder. He looked down at 
Oystein. He removed his hands from around his throat. 


Oystein coughed a bit, wheezing, trying to catch his breath. He looked over at Varg in confusion. Why did he 
stop? 


"Fine. Alright. But we're getting out of here." He slid off his coat, putting it around Pelle's shoulders. He picked 
Pelle up in his arms. "Lets get you some place safe." Pelle just nodded his head, resting it on Varg's shoulder. 


"W-what are you doing?" Oystein asked, as Varg walked away, taking Pelle with him. 
"We're leaving” 

"You can't leavel Not yet! You must kill me Varg! Finish me of" 

ae 


"What do you mean no?" Oystein grabbed a knife that was on the table. He ran over to the both of them, 


stepping in front of them. He held out the knife to Varg. "Do it! Kill me Varg! Do it now!" 
"| won't kill you." Varg said to him, a cold tone in his voice. 


"But why? You must! | hurt Pelle, Varg! | made him suffer, so you must do the same to me. Make me suffer, 
pay for the sins | have committed” 


"lIl make you suffer alright. | can see how much you regret this. So.'ll let you live." 
"| don't deserve to live anymore." Oystein said, tears starting to fall down his cheeks. "| deserve to be dead" 


"So you can get off easy? | don't think so. You deserve to live..to live with what you've have done. Let it eat 


away at you." 


Oystein fell to his knees, grabbing on to Varg's leg. "Varg.please.." He sobbed, begging for him to release him 
from this pain. 


Varg kicked him away, staring down at him with a blank expression on his face. He felt pity for this man. He 
would have to live with what he had done for the rest of his life. That was the only way he could make him 
suffer, the only way he could pay for his sins. Varg liked seeing him this way. On his knees, begging for death, 
begging for forgiveness. 


"Goodbye Oystein You'll never see us again. We are not coming back. You had your chance to prove yourself 
that you are better, than what you were before. But | see that nothing has changed..You are still the same 


sick monster that | always thought you were." 
He slammed the door shut behind him, taking away his angel, from this house that was hell. 


Oystein still sat there on his knees, crying, hoping that maybe, just maybe Varg would come back finish what 
he had planned to do. 


Oystein looked over at the knife that he still held. He appointed it to his chest. He could do it. He could end this 
nightmare right here, right now. But.he was scared. The knife fell onto the floor. He couldn't do it. He was too 


much of a coward to do it himself. 


He would live with the regret of what he had done to Pelle. He begged for whatever God was up there, to take 
his life right now. To destroy this monster that had taken over him. 


Chapter 19: Pregnant 
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Some days later, Jorn took Varg and Pelle over to Alana's house. Varg worried the whole time about the 
Swede, hoping that he was going to be okay. Jorn reassured him plenty of times that he was going to be, but 
that still didn't ease the worries in his mind. 


Once they had arrived at Alana's, they got out of the car, Varg helping Pelle stand up on his feet, and walking 
him to the porch. He still felt a bit weak, due to him being sick, but he was able to at least walk a bit now. 


Jorn rang the doorbell, and they waited for a few minutes for Alana to answer. She came to the doorway, 


after getting off the phone with Leah, who had the twins with her. 


"Hello Jorn. It is good to see you." She said, opening the door so that they could go inside. "These two must be 
Varg and Pelle, right?" 


"Yes, that's them." 
"Hey." Varg greeted her. Pelle said the same back. They both sat down on the couch. 


"Hey." Alana said, smiling. "So, Pelle is sick. His symptoms are constant waves of nausea, throwing up, fever. 


Anything else?" 
"Well, he has been feeling tired, that's about it" Varg explained. 


"Okay. Well, all these symptoms he has been having, besides the fever, it sounds like it could only mean one 


thing." 
"What?" 
"He is pregnant." 


Both Varg and Pelle frowned. Neither of them liked the answer they had just heard. Pelle was pregnant, with 


Oystein's child Varg also couldn't believe how she just said he is pregnant, like it was a normal thing. 


"T-that's not possible.." 


"It is. Men can now get pregnant. Didn't you know that?" 

'N-no.l didn't" 

"Well, that explains why you didn't know in the first place." 

"The child isn't mine though. You see, he was raped. By someone who we once considered our friend" 


"Well that's not good. I'm sorry that that happened to you." She said, laying her hand on Pelle's shoulder. "Do 
you want to go through with the pregnancy?" 


"l-1 don't know.! don't know what to do with the child yet." 

"Well, you have a while to decide. How far along are you?" 

"Only a few days” 

"It sounds like it has been more than that, considering your symptoms. Like about a month or so. 
"A month?" 

"Yeah. You wouldn't be having these symptoms very early" 

"But how can | be then? | was raped a few days ago. Somethings not right here. 

"Can you lift up your shirt for me?" 


He nodded his head, lifting up his shirt. Alana was very surprised by how his stomach looked. It looked like he 


was 3 and half months. 
"Are you sure you're only a few days? It locks like it is quite more than that 

"No. That can't be possible. He has been missing for a while, and | recently just found him’ 
"You better take a look at his stomach Varg. | think Alana is right! 


‘| can see it Jorn | just don't think it is possible for him to be almost 4 months." 


"Did anything happen to you while you were missing?" Varg asked Pelle, holding him close. 


"l-I don't know. can't remember. can't remember anything.” Pelle responded back, his voice barely above a 


whisper. 


"There has to be something you can remember.” 


Pelle closed his eyes, thinking for a moment. No matter how much he tried, he couldn't remember a single 


thing. 


"Its all just a blur.| can remember lots of white walls surrounding, men in coats, men in uniform. Coldness. The 
floor being cold beneath my feet, cold metal around my wrists and ankles. Darkness, isolation, starvation. 
Begging, pleading, crying..Feeling sharp knives digging into my skin along my back and shoulders." He stopped, 
breathing heavily, panting, and sweating a bit. He didn't want to remember anything. He only wanted to hide 


away all these memories. 
"Go on, Pelle. Tell me more." 
"l-I don't want to Varg..| don't want to recall all of those horrible memories." 


"Its okay. I'm here. Tell me everything, okay? It'll help to let it all out, instead of keeping it all inside." He 
whispered to him, squeezing his, kissing the back of his neck, reassuring him that he was safe. 


Pelle took a deep breath, trying to calm himself down. "T-They would come..to..visit me. They would laugh..taunt 
me..beat me up. They would make me do things that | didn't want to do. They would do horrible, sick things to 
me." He let out a sorrowful sob, not wanting to continue anymore. "Please! Don't make me go on anymore Varg. 


I-| don't want to remember any of this!" 


"Pelle, its okay love. You're safe. No one is going to hurt you anymore." He ran a hand down his back, trying to 


soothe him. 

"No! | don't feel okay, Varg!" He screamed, jumping out of the bed, knocking some stuff over. He walked 
backwards to the nearest corner, falling down to his knees, holding his head in his hands. It hurt. Everything 
hurt. All he could see was red, and hear voices, laughing and screaming. 

"Pelle, please! Calm down. Please!" He only got a scream back in response. He went over to him, holding him 
while he screamed and thrashed in his arms. Varg didn't know what to do to get him to calm down. He tried 


everything he could but it didn’t help. 


After a little while of this, Pelle finally went limp in his arms. Varg looked down at him, seeing that he was stil 


awake. "Pelle?" 
There was no answer from him, except a quiet whimper. 
"Pelle? Are you okay? Do you want to go back to bed?" 


Another whimper. 


Varg sighed. He hoped the Swede would be okay, after what had just happened. He went to pick him up, but 
then Pelle growled, biting his hand. 


Varg let out a scream of pain, jumping back from the Swede. He held onto his hand, which was bloody, and bite 
marks on it. "Pelle! What the fuck!?" 


Pelle only growled at him more. 


"Pelle, love.please calm down. Its me. Varg." He reached out his hand, only for Pelle to snap at it again. Luckily 
he pulled back in time. 


Varg stared down at Pelle. He was on his hands and knees, his mouth covered in blood, baring his teeth at him. 
His hair was a mess. His eyes stared back at his with fear and rage. He looked more like a wild animal than a 


human. 


Varg left the room, fearing that Pelle would attack him again. He closed the door shut, locking it. He heard a 


loud thud, than some clawing at the door. He could Pelle growling, howling, screaming, wanting to be let out. 


Varg wiped away at some tears that were starting to brim. He headed downstairs, that way so he could be 
somewhere quiet, but he could still hear Pelle. 


He picked up the phone that was in the kitchen, dialing Jorn’s number. It took a few minutes for him to answer. 


"Hello?" He heard Jorn's tired voice on the other end. 

“Jorn. Its me." 

"Varg? Do you have any idea what time it is?" 

"Yes Jorn, | know. But | need your help.there's something wrong with Pelle." 
"Whats going on with him now?" 


"Just come here, okay? You'll see when you get here." 


Finally watched Lords of Chaos 


So last night, | watched the infamous film Lords of Chaos. And honestly, | can't quite fathom why this film has 
received so much hate. Idk, | guess fans thought it would be like the book? When really, its more of a 
biography about Euronymous himself. | do know that some stuff in the film is possibly incorrect, but | feel 
that they got most of it right. My only complaint is the way they portray Euro as someone who is innocent? 
Like, he wasn't guilty of anything. l'm he was just as much as Varg was. But despite that it was a good film. 


Some other stuff they could have done better. When they were doing one of Vargs famous photos. Idk, but it 
didn't look good. They just could have made it look a bit better. Same with the makeup too. But it looked decent 
enough. | also think its funny that they got a Jewish actor to play Varg. He did a pretty good job of portraying 


him and seemed to enjoy doing his part. Even though he knows how Varg feels and has some Nazi like beliefs. 


Now about Dead. | wish they had gone into more detail why he got more and more depressed. They didn't 
really get into what Euro did to him while they were living at that house and how he felt living there too. | 
also noticed they didn't include that one scene from one of the trailers about Dead, showing how he almost 


died. Also, | did like how they showef that Euro did miss Dead. 


Now about towards the end, where their showing that Euro wanted to change, focus on his music career. Idk 
how right they were about that. Especially when they showed that he got his hair cut. He maybe could have 
possibly wanted to get better as a person, a musician. But really, the only ones who know are people who were 


close to him at that time and he himself. 


And one more thing. | loved that they showed a real photo of him and Dead at the end. That was awesome. | 
thought it was a pretty good movie and | suggest that people watch it before deciding that they hate it. 


Anyore else want to tell me their opinion on it? :) 


